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| man Life and Manners, ſuch as (to uſe my lord: 
Bacon's expreſſion come home to Meng: Buſineſs and Bo- 
im, I thought it more ſatisfactory to begin with con- 
fidering Mas in che abſtract. his. Nature and his State ʒ 
ſince, to prove any moral duty, to enforce any moral 
| precept, or to examine the perſectiam or imperfettion, 
| of any ereature whatſoever, it is neceſſary firſt to- k now 
What conditian and relation it is placed in, and what is 
| the proper end and purpoſe of its being. | 
The ſcience of human Nature is like all other ſci- 
ences, reduced to a few clear points : there are not mam 
ocrtain truths n this world. It is therefore in the Ana- 
tomy of the Mind as in that of the Body; more good - 
will accrue to mankind by attending to the large, open, 
and perceptible parts, than by ſtudying too much ſacks 
finer nerves and veſſcls, the conformations and uſes a] 
which will for ever cicape our obſervation. The % 
utes are all upon theſe laſt, and I will venture to ſay, 
they have leſs ſharpened the wits then the hearts of mem 
againſt ench other, and have deminiſhed the prafticyy 
more than advanced the theory of Morality. If I coul 
fatter myſclf that this Bü has any merit, it is im 
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and in for ming a femperate yet not iconſiſtert, and 2 
ſhort yet not imper fett ſyſtem of Ethics. 


This I might have done in proſe; but I choſe verſe, | 


and even rhyme, foi two reaſons. Ihe one will ap- 
pear obvious; that principles, maxims or precepts ſo 
written, both ſtrike the reader more ſtrongly at firſt, 
and are more eaſily retained by him afterwards : the 
other may ſrem odd, but it is true; | found I could 
expreſs them more ſbortly this way than in proſe it- 
elf; and nothing is more certain, than that much of 
the force as well as grace of arguments or inſtructions, 
depends on theirconciſeneſs. I was unable to treat this 
part of my ſubjeft more in detail, without becoming. 
dry and tedious; or more poetically, without ſacrificing 
perſpicuity to ornament, without wandering from the 
precifion, or breaking the chain of reaſoning : if any 
man can unite all theſe without diminution of any of 
them, I frecly confeſs he will — a d Gy above 
my capacity. 

. What is now publiſhed, is oaks to be conſidered as 
1 general Map of Man, marking out no more than the 


greater parts, their extent, their limits, and their con- | 


nell ion, but leaving the particular to be more fully de- 
lincated its the charts which are to follow. Conſequent- 


ly, theſe Epiſtles in their progreſs, (if I Þave health | 


and leiſure to make any progreſs): will be leſs dry, and 


more ſuſceptible' of poetical ornament. Iam here only 


opening the fountains, and clearing'the paſſage. To 
E&duce the rivers, to follow them in their courſe, and 


w obſerve their cies, may be a taſk moxeagrecable. » 
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H. St. Jonn, Loxp BoLinGBroOKE. 


of the Nature and State of Man with reſpedd 


or Mas in the abſtraft.—1. That we can judge only: 
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ES SAT on M A N, 


IN 
FOUR EPISTLES, 


T 0 


ARGUMENT OF 
EPIST LE Lb 


to the UnivI ISE. 


with regard to our own fy/tem, being ignorant of the. - 
relations of ſyſtems and things, ver. 17, etc. II. 
That man is not to be deemed imperfet?, but a Be- 
ing ſuited to his place and rauk in the creation, a% 
greeable to the general Order of things, and con- 


ver. 35, etc. III. That it is partly upon lis ig 
rance of future events, and partly upon the bope of 
a future ſtate, that all his happineſs in the preſents. 
depends, ver. 77, etc. IV. The pride of aiming ah | 


ARGUMENT. 


more knowledge, and pretending to more Perfecti- 
on, the cauſe of Man's error and miſery. The im- 


Piety of putting himſclt in the place of Gop, and, 


judg ing of the fitneſs or ur fitneſs, perfection or im- 


perfection, juſtice or injutlice, of his diſpenſatiors, 


ver. 109, etc. V. The «ſur ty of corceiting him- 


ſelf the fnal cauſe o the creation, or expetiing that | 


perſection in the more! world, which is not in the 
natural, ver. 131, etc. VI. The wrerſenitiereſs of 
his complaints againſt Previcence, v.hile on the one 
hand he demands tile PerfteQions ot the Angels, 
and on the other the bodily qualifications of the 

Erutes; though, to poſſeſs any of the ſenſtive fa- 
” eu/ties in a higher degree, wouid render him miſe- 
rai le, ver. 173, (tc. VII. Ibat throughout the 


Whole viſible world, an unixerfal crder and grada- 


tion in the ſenſual and mental faculties is obſerved, 
which cauſes a ſalordin aten of creature to creature, 
and of all creatures to Man. Ihe gradations of 
ſer ſe, inſtiut, thought, refietion. reoſon ; that Rea- 


ſ-n alone countcrvails all the other faculties, ver. 


207. VIII. How much further this order and ſub- 

erdination of living creatures may extend, above and 
| below us; were any part of which broken, not that 
part only, but the whole connected creation muſt be 


deſtroyed, ver. 233. IX. The extravagance, mad- 
neſs, and pride of ſuch a deſire, ver. 250. X. The 


conſequence of all, the al folute ſubmiſſion due to 


ver. 281, etc. to the end. 


of UM>SMHOUd ses see 


Providence, both as to our preſent and ſuture Male, 


yy 
-y 


Za OP HH 


Th 


| 8 6 © as. A. =. A. . A. 3-4 


ESSAY ON MAN. 7 


WAKE, my St. Jonx ! leave all meaner things 
To low ambition, and the pride of Kings. 


| Let us (ſince Life can little more ſupply 


Than juſt to look about us, and to die) 
Expatiate free o'er all this ſcene of Man; 
A mighty maze ! but not,without a plan 


A Wild, where weeds and flow'rs promiſcuous ſhoot; 
Or Garden, tempting with forbidden fruit. 


Together let us beat this ample ficld, 


Try what the open, what the covert yield ! 


The latent tracts, the giddy heights, explore 
Of all who blindly creep, or ſightleſs ſoar ; 

Eye Nature's walks, ſhoot Folly as it flies, 

And catch the Manners living as they riſe : 
Laugh where we muſt, be candid where we can; 
But vindicate the ways of Gn to Man. 

I. Say firſt, of Gon above, or Man below, 
What can we ren ſon but from what we know? 
Of Man, what ſee we but his tation here, 
From which to reaſon, or to which refer? 

Thro' worlds unnumber'd tho' the Gap be known, 
Tis ours to trace him only in our own. 

He, who thro' vaſt immeaſity can pierce, 

See worlds on worlds compoſe one univerſe, 
Obſerve how ſyſtem into ſyſtem runs, 

What other planets circle other ſuns, 

What vary'd Being peoples ev'ry ſtar, 

May tell why Heav'n has made us as we are. 

Tut of this frame the bearings and the ties, 


The ſtrong connections, nice dependencics, 


L TS8AY ON MAN. vr. 31. 
Gradations juſt, has thy pervading ſoul | 
i Look'd through ?- or can a part contain the whole? 
Is the great chain, thar draws all to agree, 
And drawn ſupports, upheld by Gop or thee ? 
II. Preſumptuous Man! the reaſon would'ſt thou find | 
Why form'd fo weak, fo little, and fo blind? | 
Firſt, if thou canſt, the harder reaſon gueſs, 
Why form'd no weaker, blinder, and no leſs ? 
Aſk of thy mother earth, why oaks are made 
Taller and ſtronger than the weeds they ſhade; 
Or aſk of yonder argent flelds above, 
" Why Jovr's Satellites are leſs than Jove ? 
Of ſyſtems poſlible, if tis confeſt | 
Where all muſt full or not ocherent be, 
And all that riſes, riſe in due degree; 
Then, in the ſcale of reasning life tis plain, 
There muſt be, ſomewhere, ſuch a rank as Man: 
And all the queſtion (wrangle e er ſo long) | 
Is only this, if God has plac'd him wrong ? 
May, muſt be right, as relative to all. 
In human works, tho' labour'd on with pain, 
A thouſand movements ſcarce one purpoſe gain; 
In God's, one ſingle can its end produce; 
Yet ſerves to ſecond too ſome other uſe. 
380 man, who here ſeems principal alone, 
Perhaps acts ſecond to ſome ſphere unknown, 
Touches ſome wheel, or verges to ſome goal; 4 2 
Jutu e part we fee, and not a whole. 4 >: 


| 4nd now « bubble burſt, and now a world. 


ESSAY ON MAN: 1. 6r. 9 
When the proud ſteed ſhall know why man reſtrains 
His fiery courſe, or drives him o'er the plains; 
When the dull Ox, why now he breaks the clod, 
Is now a victim, and now gypt's god: 
Then ſhall man's pride and dullneſs comprehend 
| His actions, paſſions', being's, uſe and end; 
Why doing, fuff ring, check d, impell'd ; and why 
This hour a ſlave, the next a deity. 
| Then ſay not Man's imperfect, heav'n in fault : 
Say rather, Man's as perfect as he ought : 
His knowledge meaſur'd to his ſtate and place; 
His time a moment, and a point his ſpace. 


If to be perfect in a certain ſphere, 

What matter, ſoon or late, or here, or there ? 

The bleſt to-day is as completely fo, | 
| As who began a thouſand years ago. ['Fare, 


I. Heav'n from all creatures hides the book of 
All but the page preſcrib'd, their preſent ſtate: | 
From brutes what men, from men what ſpirits kaow'? 
| Or who could ſuffer being here below; 

The lamb thy riot dooms to bleed to-day, 

Had he thy Reaſon, would he ſkip and play ? 
Pleas'd to the laſt, he crops the flow'ry food, 
And licks the hand juſt rais'd to ſhed his blood. 

Oh blindneſs to the future! kindly giv'n, 
| That each may fill the circle mark'd by Heav'n: 
1 Who ſees with equal eye, as Go of all, 
| 4 hero periſh, or a ſparrow fall, 

Atoms or ſyſtems into ruin hurl'd, 


Vor. III. B 
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Hope humbly then; with trembling pinions ſoar ; 
Wait the great teacher Death ; and Gop adore. 
What future bliſs, he gives not thee to know, 
But gives that hope to be thy bleſſing now. 
Hope ſprings eternal in the human breaſt : 

Man never Is, but always To be bleſt: 
The ſoul, uneaſy, and confin'd from home, 
Reſts and expatiates in a life to come. 

Lo, the poor Indian! whoſe untutor d mind 
Sees Gon in clouds, or hears him in the wind: 
His ſoul, proud ſcience never taught to ſtray 
Far as the ſolar walk or milky way; 
Yet ſimple Nature to his hope has giv'n, 
Behind the cloud-topt-hill, an humbler heav'n;. 
Some ſafer world in depth of woods embrac'd, 
Some happier iſland in the wat'ry waſte, 
Where ſlaves once more their native land behold, 
No fiends torment, no Chriſtians thirſt for gold. 
To Be, contents his natural deſire, | 
He aſks no Angel's wing, no Seraph's fire; 
But thinks, admitted to that equal ſky, 
His faithful dog ſhall bear him company. 

IV. Go, wiſer thou! and in thy ſcale of ſenſe, 


SO a W & „ = when 
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Weigh thy opinion againſt Providence 

Call imperfection what thou fancy'ſt ſuch, h 
Say, here he gives too little, there too much: 1 
Deſtroy all creatures for thy ſport or guſt, Bu. 
Yet cry, if Man's unhappy, Gov's unjuſt; T.. 
If Man alone engroſs not Heav'n's high care, : ” 


Alone made perfect here, immortal there: 


ESSAT ON MAY. i. me... W 
Snatch from his hand the balance and the rod, 


Re- judge his juſtice, be the Gop of Gov. 


In Pride, in reas'ning Pride, our error lies; 
All quit their ſphere, and ruth into the ſkies, 
Pr. de (till is aiming at the bleſt abodes, 


| Men would be Angels, Angels would be Gods. 


Aſpiring to be Gods, if Angels fcll, 
Aſpiring to be Angels, men rebel: 
And who but withes to invert the laws 
Of OrDpes, fins againſt th Eternal Cauſe, 
V. Aſk for what end the hcav'nly bodies ſhine, 
Earth for whoſe uſe ? pride anſwers, ** "Tis for mine: 


4 For me kind Nature wakes her genial pow'r, 
_ « Suckles each herb, and ſpreads out er ry flow'r; 
Annual for me, the grape, the roſe renew 


The juice nectareous, and the balmy dew; 

% Far me, the mine a thouſand treaſures brings; 
For me, health guſhes from a thouſand ſpriags; 
« Seas roll to waft me, ſuns to light me riſe; | 


| « My foot-fool earth, my canopy the ſkies.” 


From burning ſuns when livid deaths deſcend, 


Wen earthquakes ſwallow, or when tempeſts ſweep 


Towns to one grave, whole nations to the deep ? 
« No ('tis reply'd) the firſt Almighty Cauſe 


| * Ads not by partial, but by gen ral laws; 


* Th' exceptions few ; ſome change ſince all began: 


And what created perfect? —why then Man? 


If the great end be human Happineſs, 
Then Nature deviates ; and can Man do le ? 
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As much that end a conſtant courſe requires 
Of ſhow'rs and ſun-ſhine, as of Man's deſires ; 
As much eternal ſprings and cloudleſs ſkies, 
As men for ever temp'rate, calm, and wiſe. 
If plagues or earthquakes break not heav'n's deſign, 
Why then a Borgia, or a Catiline ? 

Who knows but he, whoſe hand the lightning forms, 
Who heaves old Ocean, and who wings the ſtorms ; 
Pours fierce ambition in a Caeſar's mind, 

Or tarns young Ammen looſe to frourge mankind ? | 
From pride, from pride, our very reas ning ſprings ; 
Account for moral as for nat'ral things: 

Why charge we heav'n in thoſe, in theſe acquit ? 
In both, to reaſon right, is to ſubmit. 
Better for us, perhaps, it might appear, 
Were there all harmony, all virtue here; 

That never air or ocean felt the wind, 
That never paſſion diſcompos'd the mind. 

But all ſubſiſts by clemental ſtrife ; 

And paſſions are the elements of Life. 

The gen'ral Ou DER, ſince the whole began, 

Is kept in Nature, and is kept in man. 

VI. What would this Man? Now upward vill he ſoar, 
And little leſs than Angel, would be more; | 
Now looking downwards, juſt as griev'd appears 
To want the ſtrength of bulls, the fur of bears, 
Made for his uſe all creatures if he call, | 
Say what their uſe, had he the pow'rs of all ; 
Nature to theſe, without profuſion, kind, 
| The proper organs, proper pow'rs aſſign'd ʒ 


S , . 
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* 


} Who finds not Providence all good and wiſe, 
Ake in what it gives, and what denies ? 


ESS IT ON MAN. I. 18. 2 


Each ſeeming want compenſated of courſe, 
Here with degrees of ſwiftneſs, there of force ; 


All in exact proportion to the ſtate; 


Nothing to add, and nothing to abate. 
Each beaſt. each inſect happy in its on: 
Ek Hrav'n unkind to Man, and Man alone ? 
Shall he alone, whom rational we call, 
Bc plcas'd with nothing, if not bleſt with all ? 
The bliſs of Man (could Pride that bleſſing find) 


Is not to act or think beyond mankind ; 


No pow'rs of body. or of ſoul to ſhare, 


But what his nature and his ſtate can bear. 


Why has not Man a microſcopic eye ? 

For this plain reaſon, Man is not a Fly. 

Say what the uſe, were finer optics giv'n, 

FT inſpect a mite, not comprehend the heav'n ? 
Or touch, if tremblingly alive all o'er, 

To ſmart and agonize at ev'ry pore ? 

Or quick effluvia darting thro' the brain, 

Die of a roſe in aromaric pain! 

I; nature thunder d in his op'ning ears, 

And ſtunn'd him with the muſic of the ſpheres, 
How would he wiſh that Heav'n had left him till 
The whiſp'ring Zephyr, and the purling rill ? 


VII. Far as Creation's ample range extends; 
The ſcale of ſenſual, mental pow'rs aicends: 
Mark how it mounts to Man's imperial race, 
From the green my riads in the peopled graſi: 
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What modes of fight betwixt each wide extreme, 
The mole's dim curtain and the lynx's beam : 
Of ſmell, the headlong lioneſs between, 
And hound ſagacious on the tainted green: 

Of hearing, from the life that fills the flood, 
To that which warbles through the vernal wood ? 
The ſpider's touch, how exquiſitely fine ? 

Feels at each thread, and lives along the line: 

In the nice bee, what ſenſe fo ſubtly true 

From pois nous herbs extracts the healing dew : 
No Inſtinct varies in the grov'ling ſwine, 
Compar d, half reas ning elephant, with thine! 
*Twixt that, and Reaſon, what a nice barrier? 
For ever ſep' rate, yet for ever near! 
Remembrance and reflection how ally d; 

What thin partitions Senſe from Thought divide ? 
And Middle natures how they long to join, 

Yet never paſs th' inſuperable line! | 
subjected, theſe to thoſe or all to thee? 

The pow'rs of all fubdu'd by thee alone, 

Is not thy Reaſon all theſe pow'rs in one ? 


VIII. See, thro' this air, this ocean, and this ea 


All matter quick, and burſting into birth. 
Above, how high, progreſſive life may go 
Around, how wide | how deep extend below ! 
Vaſt chain of being ! which from God began, 
Natures acthereal, human, angel. man, 
No glaſs can reach; from Infinite to thee, 
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From thee to Nothing. — On ſuperior pow'rs 
Were we to.preſs, inferior might on ours; 
Or in the full Creation leave a void, 
Where, one ſtep broken, the great ſcale's deſtroy'd : 
From Nature's chain whatever link you ſtrike, 

Tenth, or ten thouſandth, breaks the chain alike. 
And if each ſyſtem in gradation roll 
Alike eſſential to th' amazing Whole, 
The leaſt confuſion but in one, not all 
That ſyſtem only, but the Whole muſt fall. 
Let Earth unbalanc'd from her orbit fly, 
Plancts and Suns run lawleſs through the ſky; ; 
Let ruling Angels from their ſpheres be hurl'd, 
Being on Being wreck'd, and world on world; 
Heav'n's whole foundations to their centre nod, 
And Nature trembles to the throne of Gov. 
All this dread Ona Da break—for whom? for thee? 
Vile worm!—oh Madneſs! Pride! Impiety! 

IX. What if the foot, ordain'd the duſt to tread, * 
Or hand, to toil, aſpir d to be the head ? 
What if the head, the eye, or ear repin'd 
To ſerve mere engines to the ruling Mind? 


 Jult as abſurd for any part to claim 


To be another, in this gen'ral frame; 

Juſt as b ird, to mourn the taſks or pains 

The great direting Mind of all ordains. 
All are but parts of one ſtupendous whole, 

Whoſe body Nature is, and God the ſoul; | 

That, chang'd thro? all, and yet in all the ſamez 

Great in the earth, as in th' actherial frames 
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Warms in the ſan, refreſhes in the breeze, 
Glows in the ſtars, and bloſſoms in the trees 
Lives thro' all life, extends thro all extent, 
Spreads undivided, operates unſpent ; 

Breathes in our ſoul, informs our mortal part, 
As full, as perſect, in a hair as heart; 

As full, as perfect, in vile Man that mourns, 
As the rapt Scraph that adores and burns: 

To him no high, no low, no great, no ſmall; 
Ke fills, he bounds, connects, and equals all. 


X. Ceaſe then, nor Oa DER Imperſection name: 


Our proper bliſs depends on what we blame. 


Know thy own point: This kind, this due degres 


Of blindneſs, weakneſs, Heav'n beſtows on thee. 
Submit. — In this or any other ſphere, 
Secure to be as bleſt as thou canſt bear: 

| Safe in the hand of one diſpoſing Pow'r, 

Or in the natal, or the mortal hour. 

All Nature is but Art, unknown to thee; 


All Chance, Direction, which thou canſt not ſceg; | 


All Diſcord, Harmony not underſtood; 

All partial Evil, univerſal Good. 
And, ſpite of Pride, ih erring Reaſon's ſpite, 
One truth is clear, Wua rv. 1s, is dur. 


Of 


2 ARGUMENT OF 
ITI T LE 1 


Of the Nature and State of Man with reſpe& 
to Hins5ELF, as an Individual. 


I. THE buſineſs of Man not to pry into Gon, but to 
ſtudy himſelf. His Middle Nature : his Powers and 
Frailties, ver. I to 19. The Limits of his Capacity, 
ver. 19, etc. II. The two Principles of Man, Self- 
love and Reaſon, both neceſſary, ver. 53, ete. Self- 
love the ſtronger, and why, ver. 67, etc. Their 
end the ſame, ver. 8r, etc. III. The Paswions, 
and their uſe, ver. 93 to 130. The Predominant 
Paſſion, and its force, ver. 132 to 160. Its Neceſ- 
ſity, in directing men to different purpoſes, ver. 
165, etc. Its providential Uſe, in fixing our Prin- 
ciple, and aſcertaining our Virtue, ver. 177. IV. 
Virtue and Vice joined in our mixed Nature; the 
limits near, yet the things ſeparate and evident: 
What is the Office of Reaſon, ver. 202 to 216. 
v. How odious Vice in itſelf, and how we deceive 
ourſelves into it, ver. 217. VI. That, however, 
the Ends of Providence and general Good are an- 
ſwered in our Paſſions and Imperfections, ver. 
238, etc. How uiefully theſe are diſtributed to all 
Orders of Men, ver. 241. How uſeful they are to 
| Society, ver. 251. And to Individuals, ver. 263. In 
every ſtate, and every age of lite, ver. 273, ete. 
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I. T7 NOW then thyiclf, preſume not God to ſcan, 


"A The proper itudy or Mankind is Man. 


Plac'd on this iſthmus oi a 4, tate, 

A Being darkly wiſe, and rnucly great: 

With too much knowledge for the Sceptie fide, 
With too much wcakneſs for the Stoic's pride, 
He hangs betucen; in doubt to act, or reit; 
In doubt to deem Eimfelt a God, or Beait ; 

In doubt his N ind or Body to pieſer; 

Born but to die, and reas'ning ut to err; 
Alike in ignorance, his reaſon fuch, 
Whether he thinks too little, or too much: 
Chaos of Thought and Paſſion, all conius' d; 
Still by himſelf alus'd or diſabus' d; 
Created half to riſe, and half to fall; 

Great lord of all things, yet a prey to all; 
Sole judge of Truth, in endleſs Error hurl'd : 
Ine plory, jeſt, and riddle of the world! guides, 
Co, wond'rous creature! mount where Scicnce 
Go, meaſure earth, weigh air, and ſtate the tides ; 
Inſtruct the planets in what orbs to run, 
Correct old Time, and regulate the Sun; 

Go, ſoar with Plato to th' empyreal ſphere, 

To the fuſt good, firſt perfect, and firſt fair; 

Or tread the mazy rourd his follow'rs trod, 


And quitting ſenſe call imitating God; 
As Ezitcru prieits in giddy circles run, 

And turn their heads to imitate the Sun. 
Go, teach Eternal Wiſdom how to rulc— — 
Then drop iuto thyſelf, and be a fool 


— 
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Saperior beings, when of late they ſaw 

A mortal Man unfold all Nature's Law, 

| Admir'd ſuch wiidoi in an earthly ſhape, 

And ſhew'd a Nxwrox as we ſhew 20 Ape. 
Could he, whoſe rules the rapid Comet bind, 

Deſcribe or fix one movement of his Mind ? 

Who ſaw its fires here riſe, and there deſcend, 

Explain his own beginning, or his end; 

Alas what wonder! Man's ſuperior part 

Uncheck'd may riſe, and climb from art to art : 

Zut when his own great work is but begun, 

What Reaſon weaves, by Paſſion is undone. 
Trace Science then, with Modeſty thy guide; 

Firſt trip off all her equipage of Pride; | 

Deduct but what is Vanity or Dreſs, \ 

Or Learning's Luxury, or Idleneſs ; 5 

Or tricks to ſhew the ſtretch of human brain, 

Mere curious pleaſure, or ingenious pain; 

Expunge the whole. or lop th' excreſcent parts 

Of all, our Vices have exeated Arts; 

Then ſee how little tae remaining ſum, 


Which ſerv'd the paſt, and muſt the times to come 


II. Two Principles in human nature reign ; 

| Self-love, to urge, and Reaſon, to reſtrain ; 

Nor this a good, nor that a bad we call, 

Each works its end, to move or govern all ; 
And to their proper operation ſtill, 

Aſeribe all Good, to their improper III. 

| Self- love, the ſpring of motion, acts the ſoul ; 
4 Keaſoa's comparing balance rules the whole. 
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Man but for that, no action could attend, 
And, but for this, were active to no end: 
Fix'd like a plant on his peculiar ſpot, 

To draw nutrition, propagate, and rot : | 
Or, meteor-like, flame lawleſs thro the void, 
Deſtroying others, by himſelf deſtioy d. 

. Moſt ſtrength the moving principle requires; 
Active its taſk, it prompts, impels, inſpires. 
Sedate and quiet the comparing lies 
Form'd but to check, delib' rate, a. 
Self- love, ſtill ſtronger as its objects nigh ; 
Reaſon's at diſtance, and in proſpect lie: 
That ſees immediate good by preſent ſenſe : 
Reaſon, the future and the conſequence. | 
At beſt more watchful this, but that more ſtrong. 
The Action of the ſtronger to ſuſpend | 
Reaſon ſtill uſe, to Reaſon ſtill attend. 
Attention, habit and experience gains; 


Let fubtle ſchoolmen teach theſe friends to fight, 
Kore ſtudious to divide than to unite; 

And Grace and Virtue, Senſe and Reaſon ſplit, 
With all the raſh dexterity of wit. 

Wits, juſt like fools, at war about a name, 
Have full as oft nomeaning, or the ſame. 
Self- love and Reaſon to one end aſpire, 

Pain their averſion, Pleaſure their defire ; 
But greedy That, its object would devour, 


Each ſtrengthens Reaſon, and Self- love reſtrains. 
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This taſte the honey, and not wound the flow 2 
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Pleaſure, or wrong or. rightly underſtood, 
Our greateſt evil, or our greateſt good. 
In. Modes of ſelf- love the paſſions we may call i 
Tis real good, or ſeeming, moves them all; 
But fince not every good we can divide, 
And reaſon bids us for our own provide: 
| Paſſions, tho' ſclfiſh, if their means be fair, 
Lift under Reaſon, and deſerve her care; 
Thoſe, that imparted, court a nobler aim, 
Exalt their kind, and take ſome Virtue's name. 

In lazy apathy let Stoics boaſt 5 | 
Their virtue fix'd; 'tis fix'd as in a froſt; K 
Contracted all, retiring to the breaſt; 

But ſtrength of mind is exerciſe, not reſt: 

| The riſing tempeſt puts in act the foul, 

Parts it may ravage, but preſerves the whole. 

On life's vaſt ocean diverſely we fail, 
Reaſon the chart, but paſſion is the gale; 

Nor God alone in the till calm we find, 

He mounts the ſtorm, and walks upon the wind. 

Paſſions, like elements, tho' born to fight, 
Yet, mix'd and ſoften'd, in his work unite : 
Theſe tis enough to temper and employ ; 
But what compoſes man, can man deſtroy ? 
Suffice that reaſon keep to nature's road, 
Subject, compound them, follow her and Gor, 
Love, Hope, and Joy, fair Pleaſure's ſmiling train, 
Hate, Fear, and Grief, the family of Pain, f 
Theſe mix'd with art, and to due bounds confin'd, 
Make and maintain the balance of the mind : 

Vox. III. | C 
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The lights and ſhades, whoſe well accorded ſtrife 

Gives all the ſtrength and colour of our life. 
Pleaſures are ever in our hands or eyes; | 

And when, in aQt, they ceaſe, in proſpect, riſe : 

Preſent to graſp, and future ſtill to find, 

The whole employ of body and of mind. 

All ſpread their charms, but charm not all alike; 

On different ſenſes, different objects ſtrike ; 

Hence different paſſions more or leſs inflame, 

As ſtrong or weak, the organs of the frame; 

And hence one MasTER PAS$10N in the breaſt, 

Like Aaron's ſerpent, ſwallows up the reſt. 

As man, perhaps, the moment of his breath, 

Receives the lurking principle of death ; 

The young diſeaſe, that muſt ſubdue at length, 


Grows with his growth, aud ſtrengthens with his 


So, caſt and mingled with his very frame, {ſtrength ; 
The mind's diſeaſe, its zuLinG rasston came; 
Each vital buwour which ſhould feed the whole, 
Soon flows to this, in body and in foul: 5 
Whatever warms the heart, or fills the head, 
As the mind opens, and its functions ſpread, 
Imagination plics her dang rous art, | 
And pours it all upon the peccant part. 
Nature its mother, habit is its nurſe; 
Wit, fſfirit, facultics, but make it worſe ; 
Reaſon itſelf but gives it edge and power; 
As heaven's bleſt beam turns vinegar more ſour. 
We, wretched ſubjects tho' to lawful ſway, 
la this weak queen, fome fav'site ſtill obey : 
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Ah! if ſhe lend not arms, as well as rules, 
What can ſhe more than tell us we are fools? 
Teach us to mourn our nature, not to mend, 
A tharp accuſer, but a helpleſs friend! 
Or from a judge turn pleader, to perſuade 
The choice we make, or juſtify it made; 
Proud of an eaſy conqueſt all along, 
She but removes weak paſhons for the ſtrong : 
So, when ſmall humours gather to a gout, 
The doctor fancies he has driven them out. 

Yes, nature's road muſt ever be prefer d; 
Reaſon is here no guide, but ſtill a guard; 

Tis hers to rectiſy. not overthrow, 

And treat this paſſion more as fricrd than foe 
A mightier power the ſtrong c ic tion ſends, 
And ſeveral men impels to ſeveral ends: 
Like varying winds, by other paſſions toſt, 
This drives them conſt..nt to a certain coaſt. 
Let power or knowledge, gold or glory, pleaſe, 
Or (oft more ſtrong than all) the love of caſc; 
Thro' life tis follow'd, even at life's expence 3 
The merchant's toil, the ſage's indolence, 
The monk's humility, the hcro's pride, 
All, all alike, find reaſon on their fide. 

Th* Eternal Art edueing good from ill, 
Grafts 0a this paſſion our beſt principle: 
'Tis thus the Mercury of man is fix d 
Strong grows the virtue with his nature mix'd; 
The droſs cements what elſe were too refin'd, 
Gad i in one intereſt body acts with mind. 
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As fruits, ungrateful to the planter's care, 
On ſavage ſtocks inſerted learn to bear; | 
The ſureſt virtues thus from paſſions ſhoot, 
Wild nature's vigor working at the root. 
What crops of wit and honeſty appear 
From ſpleen, from obſtinacy, hate, or fear ! 
Sce anger, zeal and fortitude ſupply; | 
Even avarice, prudence ; floth, philoſophy; 
Luſt, thro' ſome certain ſtrainers well refin'd, 
Is gentle love, and charms all womankind ; 
Envy, to which th' ignoble mind's a ſlave, 

Is emulation in the learn d or brave; 
Nor virtue, male or female, can we name, | 
But what will grow on pride, or grow on ſhame. 

Thus nature gives us (let it check onr pride) 

The virtue neareſt to our vice ally d: 


| Reaſon the bias turns to good from ill, 


And Nero reigns a Titus, if he will. 

"Che fiery foul abhorr'd in Catiline, 

In Decius charms, in Curtius is divine: 

The ſame ambition can deſtroy or ſave, 

And makes a patriot as it makes a knavre. 
This light and darkneſs in our chaos join'd, 

What ſhall divide? The Gop within the mind. 
Extremes in nature equal ends produce, 

In man they join to ſome myſterious uſe; 

Tho? cach by turns the other's bounds invade, 


As, in ſome well-wronght picture, r 


3 the difference is too nice 
ends the virtue, or begins the vice. 
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Fools who from hence into the notion fall, 
That vice or virtue there is none at all. 

If white and black blend, ſoften. and unite 
A thouſand ways, is there no black or white ? 
Alk your own heart, and nothing is ſo plain; 


- | Tis to miſtake them, coſts the time and pain. 


Vice is a monſter of ſo frightſul mien, 
As, to be hated, needs but to be ſeen; 
Yet ſeen too oft, familiar with her face, 


| We firſt endure, then pity, then embrace. 


But where th' Extreme of vice, was ne er agreed: 
Aſk where's. the North? at York, tis on the Tweed; 
In Scotland, at the Orcades; and there, 
At Greenland, Zembla, or the Lon knows hs. 
No creature owns it in the firſt degree, * 
But thinks his nelghtour farther gras than bet 
Even thoſe who dwell beneath its very zone, 
Or never feel the rage, or never own; 
What happier natures ſhrink at with affright, 
The hard inhabitant contends is right. 

Virtuous and vicious every man muſt be, 
Few ia th' extreme, but all in the degree; 
The rogue and fool by fits is fair and wiſe ; 
And even the beſt, by fits, what they deſpiſe. 
"Tis but by parts we follow good or ill 
For, vice or virtue, ſelf directs it ill; 
Each individual ſeeks a ſeveral goal; | 
But Heaven's great view is One, and that the Whole : K 
That counter- works each folly and caprice; 
That diſappoints e of every rice; | 
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That, happy frailtics to all ranks apply'd ; 

Shame to the virgin, to the matron pride, 

Fear to the ſtateſman, raſhneſs to the chief, 

To kings preſumption, and te crowds belief : 

That, virtue's ends from vanity can raife, 

Which ſeeks no intereſt, no reward but praiſe; 

And build on wants, and on defects of mind, 

The joy, the peace, the glory of mankind. 
Heaven forming each on other to depend, 

A maſter, or a ſervant, or a friend, 

Bids each on other for aſſiſtance call, 

"Till one man's weakneſs grows the ſtrength of all. 

Wants, frailties, paſſions, cloſer ſtill ally 

The common intereſt, or endear the tie. 

To theſe we owe true friendſhip, love ſincere, 

Yet from the ſame we learn, in its decline, 

Thoſe joys, thoſe loves, thoſe intereſts to reſign 3 

Taught half by reaſon, half by mere decay, 

To welcome death, and calmly paſs away. 5 
Whate' er the paſſion, knowledge, fame, or pelf, 

Not one will change his neighbour with himſelf. 

The learn'd is happy nature to explore, | 

The fool is happy that he knows no more 

The rich is happy in the plenty given, 

The poor contents him with the care of heaven, 

See the blind beggar dance, the cripple ſing, 

The fot a hero, lunatic a king; 

The ſtarving chemiſt in his golden views 

Supremely bleſt, the poet in bis muſe, 
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| See ſome ſtrange comfort every ſtate attend, 
And pride beſtow'd on all, a common friend: 
| See ſome fit paſſion every age ſupply, 
Hope travels thro', nor quits us when we die. 
| Behold the child, by nature's kindly law, 
| Plcas'd with a rattle, tickled with a ſtraw : 

| Some livelier play-thing gives his youth delight, 
A little louder, but as empty quite: 
Scarfs, garters, gold, amuſe his riper ſtage, 


And beads and prayer-books are the toys of age : 


Pleas'd with this bauble (till, as that before ; 
Till tir'd he ſleeps, and life's poor play is o'er. 
Mean-while opinion gilds with varying rays 
| Thoſe painted clouds that beautify our days; 

Each want of happineſs by hope ſupply'd, 

And eich vacuity of ſenſe by pride : 

j Theſe build as faſt as knowicdze can deſtroy 

In folly's cup till laughs the bubble joy; 

One proſpect loſt, another (till we gain; 

And not a vanity is given in vain; | 

| Even mean ſeli-love becomes, by force divine, 
The ſcale to meaſure others wants by thine. 

See! and confeſs, one comfort ſtill mult riſe; 
"Tis this, Tho' man's a fool, yet Gon 1s WISE. 
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ARGUMENT OF 
EP18STLE I 


Of the Nature and State of Man with reſpect ts 
1 SociETY. 


I. THE whole univerſe one ſyſtem of ſociety, ver. 7. 
&c. Nothing made wholly for itſelf, nor yet whol- 
ly for another, ver. 27. The happineſs of animals 
mutual, ver. 49. Il. Reaſon or inſtin& operate alike to 
the good of each individual, ver. 79. Reaſon or in- 
tin operate alſo to ſociety in all animals, verſe 
109. HI. How far ſociety carried by inſtinct, ver. 
115. How much farther by reaſon, ver. 128. IV. 
Of that which is called the State of Nature, verſe 
144. Reaſon inſtructed by inſtin in the invention 
of arts, ver. 166, and in the forms of ſociety, ver. 


176. V. Origin of political ſocieties, ver. 196. 


Origin of monarchy, ver. 207. Patriarchal go- 
vernment, v. 212. VI. Origin of true religion and 
government, from the ſame principle, of love, 231, 
&c. Origin of ſuperſtition and tyranny, from the 
fame principle, of fear, ver. 237, &c. The influ- 
ence of ſclf-love operating to the ſccial and public 
good, ver. 266. Reſtoration of true religion and 
government on their firſt principle, ver. 285. Mixt 
government, ver. 288. Various forms of each, and 
the true end of all, ver. 300, &c. 
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| ESSAY ON MAN III. 29 
| HERE then we reſt? The Univerſal Cauſe 
Acts to one end, but acts by various laws.” 
In all the madneſs of ſuperfluous health, 
The trim of pride, the impudence of wealth, 
Let this great truth be preſent night and day; 
But moſt be preſent, if we preach or pray. | 
| Look round our world; behold the chain of lore 
. Combining all below and all above. 
- See plaſtic nature working to this end, 
s | The ſingle atoms each to other tend, 
o Attract, attract-d to, the next in place 
= | Form'd and impell'd its neighbour to embrace. 
ſe See matter next, with various life endu'd, 
T. | Preſs to one centre ſtill, the general good. 
V. | Sce dying vegetables life ſuſtain, 
ſe See life diſſolving vegetate again: 
on | All forms that periſh other forms ſupply, | 
rr. (By turns we catch the vital breath, and die) 
6. Like bubbles on the ſea of matter born, 
o- | They riſe, they break, and to that ſea return. 
nd | Nothing is foreign; parts relate to whole; 
I, [one all-extending, all-preſerving ſoul 
he Connects each being, greateſt with the leaſt ; 
zu- Made beaſt in aid of man, and man of beaſt ; 
lic FAIL ferv'd, all ferving : nothing ſtands alone; 
nd The chain holds on, and where it ends, unknown. 
int } Has God, thou fool! work'd ſolely for thy good, 
ly joy, thy paſtime, thy attire, thy food? 
Who for thy table feeds the wanton fawn, 
For him as kindly ſpread the flowery lawn + 
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Is it for thee the lark aſcends and ſings? 

Joy tunes his voice, joy elevates his wings. 
Is it for the the linnet pours his throat? 
Loves of his own and raptures ſwell the not 

The bounding ſteed you pom pouſly beſtride, * 
Shares with his lord the pleaſure and the pride. 
Is thine alone the ſeed that ſtrews the plain ? 
The birds of heaven ſhall vindicate their grain, 
Thine the full harveſt of the golden year? 
Part pays, and juſtly, the deſerving ſteer: 
The hog that plows not. nor obeys thy call, 
Lives on the lai ours of this lord of all. 

Know, nature's children ſhall divide her care; 
The fur that warms a monarch, warm d a bear. 
While man exclaims, ** See all things for my uſe!” ert 
«© See man for mine!” replies a pamper'd gooſe: fg... 
And juſt as ſhort of reaſon he muſt fall, ths © 
Who thinks all made for one, not one for all. I n 

Grant that the powerful ſlill the weak controul; Inos 
Be man the wit and tyrant of the whole: 0 b 
Nature that tyrant checks; he only knows, 
And helps, another creature's wants and woes. 
Say, will the falcon, ſtooping from above, 
Smit with her varying plumage, ſpare the dove? 
Admires the jay the inſect's gilded wings? 

Or hcars the hawk when Philomela fiogs ? 
Man cares for all : to birds he gives his woods, 
To beaſts his paſtures, and to fiſh his floods; 
For ſome his intereſt prompts him to provide, 
For more his pleaſure, yet for more his pride: 
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And. 
{| Which ſees no more the ſtroke, or feels the pain, 
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| All feed on one vain patron, and enjoy 
| Th' extenſive bleſſing of his luxury, 


That very life his learned hunger craves, 

He faves from famine, from the ſavage ſaves; 
Nay, feaſts the animal he dooms his feaſt, 
he ends the being, makes it bleſt : 


Than favour d man by touch ethereals ſlain. 
The creature had his fcaſt of life before; 


| Thou too muſt periſh, when thy feaſt is o'er! 


To cach unthinking being, heaven a friend, 


Gives not the uſckſs knowledge of its end: 


To man imparts it; but with ſuch a view 


The hour conceal'd, and fo remote the fear, 
Death till draws nearer, never ſeeming near. 
Great ſtanding miracle! that heaven aſſign d 


Ius only thinking thing this turn of mind. 


II. Whether with reaſon, or with inſlinct bleſt, 
Know, all enjoy that power which ſuits them beſt ; 


Tro bliſs alike by that direction tend, 


| find the means proportion d to their end. 
» where full inſtin& is th' unerring guide, 
What Pope or council can they need beſide! 
ſon, however able, cool at beſt, 
res not for ſervice, or but ſerves when preſt, 
ys till we call, and then not often near; 
t honeſt inſtinct comes a volun.cer, 
never to o'cr-ſhoot, but juſt to hit; 
ſtill too wide or ſhort is human wit ; 


As, while he dreads it, makes him hope it too; 
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Sure by quick nature happineſs to gain, 
Which heavier reaſon labours at in vain. 

This too ſerves always, reaſon never long ; 
One mult go right, the other may go wrong. 
See then the acting and comparing powers 

One in their nature, which are two in ours! 
And reaſon raiſe o'er inſtin as you can, 

In this tis God directs, in that tis man. 

Who taught the nations of the field and wood 
To ſhun their poiſon, and to chuſe their food ? 
Preſcient, the ties or tempeſts to withſtand, 
Build on the wave, or arch beneath the fand? 
Who made the ſpider parallels deſign, 

Sure 'as De Moivre, without rule or line ? 
Who bid the ſtork, Columbus-like, explore 
5 Heavens got his own, and worlds unknown before? 
Dee. ſtates the certain day, 


God, in the nature of each being, found 
* and ſets its proper bounds: 

But as he fram'd a whole, the whole to blcſs, 
On mutual wants built mutual happineſs : 

2 n. eternal o DN ran, 

te link'd to creature, man to man. 
NTT life all quick'ning zether keeps, 

Or breathes thro? air, or ſhoots beneath the dceps, 
Or pours profuſc on carth, one nature feeds 
The vital flame, and ſwells the genial ſeeds. 

Not man alone, but all that roam the wood, 
Or wing the ſky, or roll along the flood, 


the phalanx, and who points the way? | 
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Fach loves itſelf, but not itſelf alone, 
Each ſex deſires alike, till two are one. 


Nor ends the pleaſure with the fierce embrace; 


They love themſclves, a third time, in their race. 
Thus beaſt and bird their common charge attend, 


| The mothers nurſe it, and the ſires defend; 


The young diſmiſs d to wander earth or air, 
There ſtops the inſtinct, and there ends the care; 
The link diſſolves, each ſeeks a freſh embrace, 
Another love ſucceeds, another race. 

A longer care man's helpleſs kind demands; 

That longer care contracts more laſting bands: 


Reflection, reaſon, till the ties improve, 
At once extend the intereſt and the love: 
With choice we fix, with ſympathy we burn; 


Each virtue in each paſſion takes its turn; 
And ſtill new needs, new helps, new habits riſe, | 


That graft benevolcnce on charitics. 


Still as one brood, and as another roſe, 
Theſe nat'ral love maintain d, habitual thoſe : 
The laſt, ſcarce ripen'd into perfect man, 


| Saw helpleſs him from whom their life began: 


Mem'ry and fore-caſt juſt returns engage, 
That pointed back to youth, this on to age: 
While pleaſure, gratitude, and hope combin'd, 


| $till fpread the intereſt and preſerv'd the kind. ſtrody 


IV. Nor think, in nature's sTaTz they blindly 
The ſtate of nature was the reign of God: 


Self. love and ſocial at her birth began, 


Union the bond of all things, and of man. 


Vor. III. 3 
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Pride then was not; nor arts, that pride to aid: 
Man walk'd with beaſt, joint tenant of the ſhade ; 
The ſame his table, and the ſame his bed; 

No murder cloath'd him, and no murder fed. 
In the fame temple, the reſounding wood, 

All vocal beings hym'd their equal Gon: 


The ſbrine with gore unſtain'd, with gold undreſt, 


Unbrib'd, unbloody, ſtood the blameleſs prieſt : 
Heaven's attribute was univerſal care, | 
And man's prerogative, to rule, but ſpare. 
Ah! how unlike the man of times to come! 
Of half that live, the butcher and the tomb; 
Who, foe to nature, hears the general groan, 
Murders thcir ſpecies, and betrays his own. 
But juſt diſcaſe to luxury ſucceeds, 
And every death its own avenger breeds ; 
Ihe fory-paſſions from that blood began, 
And turn d on man, a fiercer ſavage, man. 
Sce him from nature riſing flow to art ! 
To copy inſtin then was reaſon's part; 


Thus then to man the voice of nature ſpake——— 


Go, from the creatures thy inſtructions take: 


« Learn from the birds what food the thickets yield; 


Learn from the beaſts the piyſic of the field; 
% Thy arts of building from the bee receive; 


% Learn of the mole to plow, the worm to weave ; 


* Learn of the little Nautilus to fail, 


« Spread the thin oar, and catch the driving gale. 


Here too all forms of ſocial union find, 
„ late, raſtruct mankind: 
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«& Here ſa>terrancan works and cities fee; 


There towns aerial on the waving tree. 
„ Learn each ſmall prople's genius, policies, 


% Tic ant's republic and the realm of bees; 


| ** How thoſe in common all their wealth beſtow, 


6 And anarchy without confuſion know; 
% And theſe for ever tho' a monarch reign, 
© Their ſep'rate cells and properties maintain. 
„% Mark what unvary'd laws preferve each ſtate, 
© Laws wiſe as nature, and as fix'd as fate. 
6 In vain thy reaſon finer webs ſha!l draw, 
% Entangle juſtice in her net of law 
% And right, too rigid, harden. into wrong: 
& Still ſor the ſtrong too weak, the weak too ſtrong, 
& Yet go! and thus o'er all the creatuces ſway, 
% Thus let the wiſer make the reſt obey; 
% And for thoſe arts mere iaſtin could afford, 
«& Be crown'd as monarchs, or as gods ador'd.” 

v. Great nature ſpoke ; obſervant man obey d; 
Cities were built, ſocieties were made: 
Here roſe one little ſtate: another near | 
Grew by like means, and join'd, thro' love or fear. 
Bid here the trees with ruddier burdens bend, 
And there the ſtreams in purer rills deſcend ? 
What war could raviſh, commerce could beſtow, 
And he return d a friend, who came a foe. 
Converſe and love mankind might ſtrongly draw, 
When love was liberty, and nature law. 
Thus ſtates were form'd; the name of king unknown, 


Till common intereſt plac'd the ſway in one. 
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*T'was VIRTUE ONLY (or in arts or arms, 
Diffuſing bleflings, or averting harms) 
The ſame which in a fire the ſons obey'd, 
A prince the father of a people made. 


VI. Till then, by nature crown d, each patriarch ſate, 


King, prieſt, and parent, of his growing ſlate; 
On him, their ſecond Providence, they hung, 
Their law his eye, their oracle his tongue. 


He from the wond'ring furrow call'd the food, 
Taught to command the fire, controul the flood, 
Draw forth the monſters of th' abyſs profound, 


Or fetch th aerial eagle to the ground. 
Till drooping, ſick ning, dying they began 


Whom they rever'd as Gon, to mourn as man: 


Then, looking up from ſire to fire, explor d 
One great firſt father, and that firſt ador d. 

Or plain tradition that this all begun, 

> Coavey'd unbroken faith from ſire to ſon; 
The worker from the work diſtin was known, 
| And ſimple reaſon never ſought but one : 

Ere wit oblique had broke that ſteddy light, 
Man, like his Maker, faw that all was right; 
To virtue, in the paths of pleaſure trod, 

And own'd a Fa. her when he own'd a Gon. 


| Love all the faith, and all th' allegiance then ; 


For nature knew no right divine in men, 

No ill could fear in Gop; and underſtood 

A ſovereign being, but a ſovereign good. 

True faith, true policy, united ran, 
That was but love of Gop, and this of man. | 
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Who firſt taught fouls enſlav'd, and realms undene, 
Th' enormous faith of many made for one; 

That proud exception to all nature's laws, 

T' invert the world, and counter-work its cauſe ? 

Force firſt made conqueſt, and that conqueſt, law; 


Till Superſtition taught the tyrant awe, 
Then ſhar'd the tyranny, then lent it aid, 


And gods of conquerors, ſlaves of ſubjects made: 
She, midſt the lightning's blaze, and thunders ſound, 


| When rock'd the mountains, and when groan'd the 


ground, : 
She taught the weak to bend, the proud to pray, 
To Power unſeen, and mightier far than they : 
She, from the rending earth and burſting ſkies, 
Saw gods deſcend, and fiends infernal riſe : 
Here fix'd the dreadful, there the bleſt ibodes ; 
Fear made her devils, and weak hope her gods; 


Gods partial, changeful, paſſionate, unjuſt, 


j Whoſe attributes were rage, revenge, or luſt; 
duch as the ſouls of cowards might conceive, 


And, form'd like tyrants, tyrants would believe. 


| Zeal then, not charity, became the guide; 
I And hell was built on ſpite, and heaven on pride. 


Thea ſacred ſcem'd th' ethereal vault no more; 
Altars grew marble then, and reck'd with gore: 
Then firſt the Flamen taſted living food; _ 

Next his grim idol ſmear d with human blood: 

With heaven's own thunders ſhook the world below, 


- And play'd the god an engine on his foe. 


So drives ſclf-love, thro' juſt, and thro' unjuſt, 


1 To one man's pow'r, ambition, Jucre, luſt; 
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The ſame ſelf-love, in all, becomes the cauſe 

Of what reſtrains him, government and laws. 

For, what one likes, if others like as well, 

What ſerves one will, when many wills rebel ? 

How ſhall he keep, what, fleeping or awake, 

A weaker may ſurpriſe, a ſtronger take? 

His ſafety muſt his liberty reſtrain : 

All join to guard what each deſires to gain. 

Forc'd intovirtue thus, by ſelf-defence, 

Even kings learn'd juſtice and benevolence: 

Self- love forſook the path it firſt purſu'd, 

And found the prirate in the public good. 
Twas then the ftudious head or generous mind, 

Follower of Gov, or friend of human-kind, 

Poet, or patriot, roſe but to reſtore 

The faith and moral, nature gave before ; 

Reſum'd her ancient light, not kindled new; 

IK not God's image, yet his ſhadow drew: 

Taught power's due uſe to people and to kings, 

Taught not to ſlack, nor ſtrain its tender firings 

The leſs, the greater, ſet fo juſtly true, 

That touching one, muſt ſtrike the other too; 

Till jarring intereſts, of themſelves create 

Th' according muſic of a well-mix'd ſtate. 

Such is the world's great harmony, that ſprings 

From order, union, full conſent of things: 

Where ſmall and great, where weak and mighty, made 

To ſerve, not ſuffer, ſtrengthen, not invade; 

More powerful each as needful to the reſt, 

And, in proportion as it bleſies, bleſt; 
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Draw to one point, and to one centre bring 
Beaſt, man, or angel, ſervant, lord, or king. 
For forms of government let fools conteſt ; 

Whate'er is beſt adminiſter'd is beſt : 
For modes of faith, let graceleſs zealots fight ; 
His can't be wrong, whoſe life is in the right: 
In faith and hope the world will diſagree, 
But all mankind's concern is charity : 
All muſt be falſe that thwart this one great andy 
Ard all of Gov, that bleſs mankind, or mend. 
Man, like the generous vine, ſunported lives; 
The (ſtrength he gains is from th' embrace he gives. 
On their own axis as the planets run, 
Yet make at once their circle round the ſun; 
So two conſiſtent motions act the foul ; 
And one regards itſelf, and one the whole. 
Thus Gop and Nature link'd the general frame, 

And bade ſelf-tove and focial be the ſame. 


ARGUMENT OF 
'E P18 TL E Iv. 


Of the Nature and State of Man with reſpect to 
HarriNkss. 


I. FALSE notions of happineſs, philoſophical and | 


popular, anſwered from v 19 to 77. II. It is the 


end of all mea, and attainable by all, v. 30. Gov 


intends happineſs to be equal; and to be fo, it 


muſt be ſocial, ſince all particular happineſs depends 


on general, and ſince he governs by general, not 
particular laws, v. 37. As it is neceſſary for order, 


and the pcace and welfare of ſociety, that external 


goods ſhould Le uncqual, happineſs is not made to 
conſiſt in theſe, v. 51. But notwithſtanding that in- 
equality, the balance of happineſs among mankind 
is kept even by Providence, by the two paſſions of 
hope and fear, v. 70. Ii. What the happineſs of 
individuals is, as far as is conſiſtent with the con- 
ſtitutioa of this world; and that the good man has 
here the advantage, ver. 77. The error of imputing 
to virtue what are only the calamitics of nature, 
or of fortune, v. 94. IV. The folly of expeQing 
that Gop ſhould alter his general laws, in favour of 
particulars, v. 121, V. That we are not judges who 


are good; but that whoever they are, they muſt be 


happieſt, v. 133, &c. VI. That external goods are 


not the proper rewards, but often inconſiſtent with, 
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or deſtructive of virtue, v. 167. That even theſe 
can make no man happy without virtue: Inſtanced 
in riches, ver. 185. Honours, v. 193. Nobility, v. 
205. Greatueſs, v. 217. Fame, ver. 237. Superior 
talents, v. 259. &c. With pictures of human in- 
felicity in men poſſeſſed of them all, ver. 269, &c. 
VII. That virtue only conſtitutes a happineſs, 
whoſe object is univerſal, and whoſe proſpect is e- 
ternal, v. 309, &c. That the perfection of virtue and 
happineſs conſiſts in a conformity to the oxDER of 
Providence here, and a reſignation to it here 
: | and hereafter, v. 326, &c. 


a On Hareiness! our being's end and aim! | 
| Good, pleaſure, eaſe, content! whate'er thy name: 
» | That ſomething till which prompts th' eternal ſigh, 
or which we bear to live, or dare to die, 

1 I wich ſtill fo near us, yet beyond us lies, 

}f RO'er-look'd, ſeen double, by the fool, and wile. 

r Hant of celeſtial ſeed ! if dropt below, 

\- Way, in what mortal foil thou deign'ſt to grow? 

as Wir opening to ſome court's propitious ſhine, 

ig Pr deep with di'monds in the flaming mine? 


ec, Noin'd with the wreaths Parnaſſian laurels yield, 
og | 'd in iron harveſts of the field ? Sf 


of grows ? where grows it not? If vain aur toil, 
ho Ne ought to blame the culture, not the foil: 
are Is no where to be found, or every where: 

th, Ei never to be bought, but always free, 


nd fled from monarchs, Sr. Joux | dwells with thee. 
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Aſk of the Learn'd the way? Thc Learn'd are blind: 
This bids to ſerve, and that to hun mankind ; 
Some place the blufs in action, ſome in eaſe, 
Thoſe call it pleaſure, and contentment theſe ; 
Some ſunk to beaſts, find pleafure end in pain; 
Some ſwell'd to gods, confels even virtue vain ; ' 
Or indolent, to cach extreme they fail, 

To truſt in ev'ry thing, or doubt of all. 

Who thus define it, ſay they more or 15 
Than this, That happineſs is happineſs ? 

Take nature's path, and mad opinion's leave; 
All ſtates can reach it, and all heads conceive ; 
Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dwell 
There needs but thinking right, and meaning well; 
And mourn our various portions as we pleaſe, 

Equal is common ſenſe, and common caſe. 

_ Remember, man, the Univerſal Cauſe 

% Acts not by partial, but by gen'ral laws;” 
And makes what happineſs we juſtly call 
Subſiſt not in the good of one, but all. 
T'e:'s not a bleſſing individuals find, 

But ſome way leans and hearkens to the kind: 
No bandit fierce, no tyrant mad with pride, 
No cavern'd hermit, reſts ſelſ- ſatisfy d: 

Who moſt to ſhun or hate mankind pretend, Þ * 
Seek an admirer, or would fix a friend: 
Abſtract what others feel, what others think, + 2 
All pleaſures ſicken, and all glories fink : 4 K. 
Each has his ſhare; and who would more obtaif | 
Shall find, the pleaſure pays not half the pain 
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' One is Heaven's fi:ſt law; and this confeſt, 
$ome are, and muſt be, greater than the reſt. 
More rich, more wife; but who infers from hence 
That ſuch are happier, ſhocks all common ſenſe. 
Heaven to mankind impartial we confeſs, 
If all are equal in their happineſs : 
But mutual wants this happineſs increaſe; 
All nature's difference keeps all nature's peace. 
Condition, circumſtance is not the thing; 
Bliſs is the ſame in ſubject or in king, 
In whom obtain defence, or who defend, 
In him who is, or him who finds a friend : 
Heaven breathes thro' every member of the whole 
One common bleſſing, as one common ſoul. 
But fortune's gifts if cach alike poſſeſt, 
And each were equal, muſt not all conteſt? 
If then to all men happineſs was meant, 
| Gad in externals could not place content. 
Fortune her gifts may vai iouſly diſpoſe, 
And theſe. „e happy call'd, unhappy thoie ; 
But Heaven's juſt balance cqual will appear, 
Waile thoſe are plac'd in hope, and theſe in fear: 
Not preſent good or ill, the joy or curſe, 
But future views of better, or of worſe. 
Oh ſons of earth attempt ye ſtill to riſe, 
” mountains pi!'d on mountains, to the ſkies ? 
Aeaven ſtill with laughter the vain toil ſurveys, 
bad buries madmen in the heaps they raiſe. 
"Know, all the good that individuals find, 
ir God and Nature mcant to mere mankind, 
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Reaſon's whole pleaſure, all the joys of ſenſe, 


Lie in three words, Health, Peace, and Competence, 


But health conſiſts with temperance alone ; 

And peace, oh virtue ! peace is all thy own. 

The good or bad the gifts of fortune gain ; 

But theſe leſs taſte them, as they worſe obtain. 

Say, in purſuit of profit or dclight, 

Who riſk the moſt, that tak WD On Somme, <> AIR 

Of vice or virtue, whether bleſt or curſt, 

Which meets contempt, or which compaſſion firſt ? 

Count all th' advantage proſp'rous vice attains, 

*Tis but what virtue flies from and diſdains: 

And grant the bad what happinc ſs they wou'd, 

One they muſt want, which is, to paſs for good. 
Oh blind to truth, and God's whole ſcheme below, 

Who fancy bliſs to vice, to virtue woe; 

Who ſees and follows that great ſcheme the beſt, 

Beſt knows the bleſſing and will moſt be bleſt. 

But fools, the good alone, unhappy call, 

For ills or accidents that chance to all. 

See FaixLanD dies, the virtuous aud the juſt! 

See godlike Tun ENA proſtrate on the duſt ! 

See Sion bleeds amid the martial ftrife! 

Was this their virtue, or contempt of life ? 

Say, was it virtue, more tho' heaven ne'er gave, 

Lamented D1csBy ! funk thee to the grave? 

Tell me, if virtue mae the ſon expire, 

Why, full of days and honour, lives the fire? 

Why drew Marſcilles' good biſhop purer breath, 

When nature ficken'd, and cach gale was death! 
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Or why ſo long (in life if long can be) 
« | Lent Heav'n a parent to the poor and me? 
What makes all phyſical or moral ill? 
There deviates Nature, and here wanders Will. 
| Gop ſends not ill; if rightly underſtood, 
Or partial Ill is univerſal Good, 
Or Change admits, or nature lets it fall, 
t! Short, and but rare, till Man improv'd it all. 
I We juſt as wiſely might of Heav'n complain 
> | That righteous Abel was deſtroy'd by Cain, 
"| As that the virtuous ſon is ill at caſe 
When his lewd father gave the dire diſcaſe. 
Think we, like ſome weak Prince, th' Eternal Cauſe 
Prone for his fav'rites to reverſe his laws ? 
* Shall burning tna, if a ſage requires, 
Forget to thunder, and recall her fires? 
On air or ſea new motions be impreſt, 
Oh blameleſs Bethel! to relieve thy breaſt ? 
When the looſe mountain trembles from on high, 
Shall gravitation ceaſe, if you go by ? 
Or ſome old temple, nodding to its fall, 
For Chartres head reſerve the hanging wall! 
But ſtill this world (fo fitted for the knave) 
| Contents us not. A better ſhall we have? 
A kingdom of the juſt then let it be: 
{| But firſt conſider how thoſe Juſt agree. 
I Thegood muſt me it Goc's peculiar care; 
"| But who, but Gon; can tell us who they are? 
oe thinks on Calvin Heav'n's own Spirit fell; 
x} Another deems him inſtrument of bell: 
Vor. III. E 
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If Calvin feel heav'n's bleſſing, or its rod, 
This cries there is, and that, there is no Gon. 
What ſhocks one part will edify the reſt, 
Nor with one ſyſtem can they all be bleſt. 
The very beſt will variouſly incline, 
And what rewards your virtue, puniſh mine. 
WHATEVER 1s, Is RIGHT,—This world, tis true, 
Was made for Cacfar—but for Titus too; 
And which more bleſt ? who chain'd his country, fay 
Or he whoſe Virtue ſigh'd to loſe a day ? 

« But ſometimes Virtue ſtarves, while Vice is fed.” 
What then? Is the reward of Virtue bread ? 
That, Vice may merit, tis the price of toil; 
The knave deſerves it, when he tills the ſoil, 


3 The knave deſerves it, u hen ke tempts the main, 


- "Where folly fights tor kings, or dives for gain. 
The goodman may be weak, be indolent : 
Nor in his claim to plenty, but content. 

But grant him riches, your demand is o'er? [Pow'r? 
© No——- ſhall the good want Health, the good 
Add Health and Pow'r, and ev'ry carthly thing, 


' ©. Why bounded Pow'r ? why private? why noking? | 


Nay, why external for internal giv'n ? 

Why is not Man a God, and Earth a Heaven? 
Who atk and reaſon thus, will ſcarce conceive 
Gon gives enough, while he has more to give: 


genre rere 


Immenſe the pow'r, im menſe were the demand; 
Say, at wh at part of nature will they ſtand ? 
WV tat rothirg carthly gives, or can deſtroy, 


WY 


The foul's calm wun-ſkine, and the hcart-felt joy, 
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Then give Humility a coach and ſix, 


With the ſame traſh mad mortals with for here ? 
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Is virtue's prize: A better would you fix ? > 


Juſtice a Conqu'ror's ſword, or Truth a gown, 
Or Public Spirit its great cure, a Crown. 
Weak, fooliih man will Heav'n reward us there 


The boy and man an individual makes, 

Yet ſigh'ſt thou now for apples and tor cakes ? 
Go, like the Indian, in another life | 
Expect thy dog, thy bottle, and thy wife; 
As well as dream ſuch trifles are aſſign'd, 

As tovs and empires, for a god-like mind, 


Rewards, that either would to Virtue biing 
No joy, or be deſtructive of the thing: 


How oft by theſe at ſixty are undone 
The victues of a ſaint at twenty-one ! 


| To whom can Riches give Repute, or Tr }, 


Content, or pleaſure, but the Good and juſt ? 
Judges and Senates have been bought for sold, 
Eſteem and Love were never to be ſold. | 
Oh fool! to think Gop hatcs the worthy mind, 
The lover and the love of human-kind, 
Whoſe life is healthful, and whoſe conſcience clear, 
Becauſe he wants a thouſand pounds a year. 

Honour and ſhame from no Condition riſe ; 
Act well your part, there all the honour lies. 
Fortune in Men has ſome ſmall diff*rence made, 
One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade ; 
The cobler apron'd, and the parſon gown'd, 
The friar hoodcd, and the monarch crown'd. 
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What differ more (you cry) than crown and cowl!” 
P'll tell you, friend! a wiſe man and a fool. 
You'll find, if once the monarch acts the monk, 
Or, cobler-like, the parſon will be drunk, 

Worth makes the man; and want of it the fellow; 
The reſt is all but leather or prunella. 

Stuck o er with titles, and hung round with ſtrings, 
That thou may'ſt be by kings, or whores of kings. 
Boaſt the pure blood of an illuſtrious race, 

In quiet flow from Lucrece to Lucrece : 

Bat by your father's worth if your's you rate, 
Count me thoſe only who were good and great. 
| Go! if your ancient, but ignoble blood 

Has crept thro' ſcoundrels ever ſince the flood, 
Sol and pretend your family is young; 

Nor own your fathers have been fools fo long. 
© What can ennoble ſote, or ſlaves, or cowards? 
; - Alas! not all the blood of all the Howazos. 


Look next on Greatneſs; ſay where Greatneſs lies, 


Where, but among the Heroes and the Wiſe?“ 
Heroes are much the ſame, th. point's agreed, 
From Macedonia's madman to the Swede; 
The whole ſtrange purpoſe of their lives, to find. 
Or make, an enemy of all mankind ! 

Not one looks backward, onward ftill he goes, 
Yet neꝰ er looks forward further than his noſe. 
No leſs alike the Politic and Wiſe; 
All fly flow things, with eitcumſpective eyes: 
Men in their looſe unguarded hours they take, 
Not that themſelves are wiſe, but others weak. 
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But grant that thoſe can conquer, theſe can cheat ; 
| 'Tis phraſe abſurd to call a Villain Great: 
Who wickedly is wiſe, or madly brave, 
Is but the more a fool, the more a knave. 
Who noble ends by noble means obtains, 
Or failing, ſmilcs in exile or in chains, | 
Like good Aurelius let him reign, or bleed 
Like Socrates, that man is great indeed. 

What's Fame ? a fancy'd life in others breath, 
A thing beyond us, ev'n before our death. 
Juſt what you hear, you have, and what's unknown 
The ſame (my lord) if Tully's, or your own. 
All that we feel of it begins and ends 
In the ſmall circle of our foes and friends ; 
| To all beſide as much an empty ſhade 
An Eugene living, as a Caeſar dead; 
Alike or when, or where they ſhone, or ſhine, 
Or on the Rubicon, or on the Rhine. 
A Wit's a feather, and a Chicf a rod; 
An honeſt Man's the nobleſt work of Gon. 
Fame but from death a villain's name can fave, 
As Juſtice tears his body from the grave; 
When what t' oblivion better were r-ſign'd, 
Is hung on high, to poiſon half mankind. 
All fame is foreign, but of true deſert: 
Plays round the head, but comes not to the heart ; 
One ſelf-approving hour whole years out- weighs 
Of ſtupid ſtarers, and of loud huzzas ; 
And more true joys Marcellus exil'd feels, 
Than Caeſar with a ſenate at his heels. = 
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In Parts ſuperior what advantage lies ? 

Tell (for you can) what is it to be wiſe ? 

"Tis but to know how little can be known; 

To ſee all others faults, and feel our own : 

Condemn'd in bus'neſs or in arts to drudge, 

Without a ſecond, or without a judge : 

Truths would you teach, or ſave a ſinking land? 

All fear, none aid you, and few underſtand. 

Painful pre-eminence ! yourſelf to view 

Above life's weakneſs, and its comforts too. 
Bring then theſe bleſſings to a ſtrict account; 

Make fair deductions; ſ:e to what they mount: 

How much of others each is ſure to colt; 

How each for other oft is wholly loſt ; 


Ho inconſiſtent greater goods with theſe ; 


How ſometimes life is riſqu'd and always eaſe : 
Think, and if ſtill the things thy envy call, 


Say, would would'ſt thou be the man to whom they fall? 


To ſigh for ribbands if thou art ſo ſilly, 

Mark how they grace Lord Umbra or Sir Billy. 
Is yellow dirt the paſſion of thy life; 

Look but on Gripus, or on Gripus' wife. 

If parts allare thee, think how Bacon ſhin'd, 
The wiſeſt, brighteſt, meancſt of mankind : 
Or raviſh'd with the whiſtling of a Name, 

See Cromwell, damn'd to everlaſting fame ! 


If all, united, thy ambition call, 
From ancient ſtory, learn to ſcoin them all. 


There, in the rich, the honour'd, fam'd and great, 


Sce the falſe ſcale of Happineſs complete 


ESSAY ON MAN. IV. 289. 1 
la hearts of Kings, or arms of Queens who lay, 
How happy thoſe to ruin, theſe betray. 
Mark by what wretched ſteps their glory grows, 
From dirt and ſea-weed as proud Venice roſe ; 
In each how guilt and greatneſs equal ran, 
And all that rais'd the Hero, funk the Man: 
Now Europe's laurels on their brows behold, 
But ſtain'd with blood, or ill exchang'd for Gold : 
Then ſee them broke with toils, or ſunk in caſe, 
Or infamous for plunder'd provinces. 
Joh wealth ill-fated ! with no act of fame 
Fer taught to ſhine, or ſanRify'd from ſhame ! 
What greater bliſs attends their cloſe of life ? 
Some greedy minion, or imperious wife, 
The trophy'd arches, ſtory'd halls invade, 
And haunt their flumbers in the pompous ſhade. 
Alas! not dazzled with their noon-tide ray, 
Compute the morn and ev' ning to the day; 
The whole amount of that enormous fame, 
A Tale, that blends their glory with their ſhame ! 

Know then this truth (enough for Man to know) 
| © Virtue alone is happineſs below.” 
The only point where human bliſs ſtands ill, 
And taſtes the good without the fall to ill; 

Where only merit conſtant pay receives, 
I bleſt in what it takes, and what it gives; 
The joy unequall' d. if its end it gain, , 
4 And if it loſe, attended with no pain : 


| Without ſatiety, tho' c'er ſo bleſs d, 


Aud but more reliſh d, as the more diſtreſs d: 
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The broadeſt mirth unfeeling Folly wears, 
Lefs pleaſing far than Virtuc's very tcars : 
Good, from each object, from each place ow 'd, 
For ever exercis'd, vet never tir'd ; 
Never elated, while ove man's oppreſs'd; 
Never dejected, while another's bleſs d; 
And where no wants, no wiſhes cau remain, 
Since but to wilh more virtue, is to gain. 
See the ſole bleſs Heav'n could on all beſtoy: ! 


Which who but feels can taſte, but thinks cen know: 


Yet poor with fortune, and with learning blind, 
The bad muſt miſs, the good, untauglit, will find; 
Slave to no ſc, who takes no private road, 

But looks thro' Nature, up to Nature's God: 
Purſues that chain which links th' immenſe deſign, 
Joins hea n and earth, and mortal and divine; 
Sces, that no Being any bliis can know, 

But touches ſome altove, and ſome below; 

Learns, from this union of the riſing hole, 

The firſt, laſt purpoſe of the human foul ; 

And knows where Faith, Law, morals, all began, 
All end, in Love or Gon, and Love or Man. 
For him alone, hope leads from goal to goal, 

And opens ſtill, and opens on his foul; 

"Till leng:hen'd on to Faith, and unconfin'd, 

It pours the bliſs that fills up all the mind. 

He ſees, why nature plants in Man alone 

Hope of known bliſs, and Faith in bliſs unknown: 
(Nature, whoſe dictates to no other kind 

Are giv'n in vain, but what they ſcek they find) 
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Wiſe is her preſent; ſhe connects in this 
His greateſt Virtue with his greateſt bliſs ; 
At once his own bright proſpect to be bleit, 
And ſtrongeſt motive to aſſiſt the reſt. 
Seli-love thus puſh'd to ſocial, to divine, 
| Gives thee to make thy neighbour's bleſſing thine, 
Is this too little for the boundleſs heart? 
Extend it, let thy enemies have part: 
Graſp the whole worlds of Reaſon, Life, and Senſe, 
In one cloſe ſyſtem of Benevolence : 
Happier as kinder, in whatc'er degree, 
And height of Bliſs, but height of Charity. | 
| God loves from Whole to Parts: But human foul 
Maſt riſe from Individual to the Whole. | 
dell· love but ſerves the virtuous mind to wake, 
As the ſmall pebble ſtirs the peaceful lake; 
The centre mov'd, a circle ſtrait ſucceeds, 
Another till, and ſtill another ſpreads ; 
Friend, parent, neighbour, firſt it will embrace; 
His country next; and next all human race ; 
Wide and more wide, th' o'erflowings of the mind 
e e of ev'ry kind; 
Earth ſmiles around, with boundleſs bounty bleſt, 
And heav'n beholds its image in his breaſt. 
Come then, my friend ! my Genius ! come along: 
Oh maſter of the poet, and the ſong! 
Aud while the Muſe now ſtoops, or now aſcends, 
o Man's low paſſions, or their glorious ends, 
I Teach me, like thee, in various nature wiſe, 
0 fall with dignity, with temper riſe; 
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Form'd by thy converſe, happily to ſteer, 

Ficm grave to gay, from lively to ſevere ; 
Correct with {pirit, eloquent with caſe, 

Intent to reaſon, or polite to ple aſc. 

Oh! while along the ſtream of I ime thy name 
Expanded flics, and gatlitrs all its fame; 

Say, Shall my little bark aitcndaat fail. 

Purſue the triun ph, ard partuke the gale? 
When ſtateſmen, heroes, kings, in cult req of, 
Whoſe ſons (hill bluth their fathers were tLy toes, 
Shall then this verſe to future age pretend —( 
Thou wert my guide, philutopher, and friend? 
That. urg'd by thee, I turn'd the tuncul art 
From ſounds to things, from fancy to the heart; 
For Wit's falſe mirror held up Nature's light; 


Shew'd erring Pride, WHATEVER 15, 1s KIGUT; 


That Rrason, Pas5ion, anſwer one great aim; 
That true SzLe-Lovg and SociAL are the ſame; 
That VizTue only makes our Lliſs below; 

And all ou Kno ledge is, OURSELVES TO KNOW, 
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| UNIVERSAL PRAYER, 
DEO OPT. MAX. 


TATHER of All! in er'ry Age, 

In ev'ry Clime ador'd, 

By Saint. by Savage, and by Sage, 
Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! 


Thou Great Firſt Cauſe, leaſt underſtood : 
| W! o all my Senſe confin'd 

To Know but this, hat Thou art Good, | 
And that myiciſ am blind; 


Yet gave me, in this dark Eſtate, 
To ſee the Good from III; 
And binding Nature faſt in Fate, 
Left frec the Human Will. 


What Conſcience dictates to be done, 
Or warns me not to do, 
This, teach me more than Hell to ſhun, 
That, more than Heav'n purſue. 


What bleſſings thy free bounty gives, 
Let mc not caſt away; | 

For God is paid when Man tcccives, 
T' enjoy is to obey. 
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Yet not to Earth's contracted ſpan 
Thy Goodneſs let me bound, 

Or think Thee Lord alone of man, 
When thouſand worlds are round: 


Let not this weak, unknowing hand 
Preſume thy bolts to throw, 

And deal damnation round the land, 
On cach I judge thy Foe. 


If I am right, thy grace impart, 
Still in the right to ſtay : 

If I am wrong, oh teach my heart 
To find that better way. 


dave me alike from fooliſh Pride, 
Or impious diſcontent, 
At aught thy Wiſdom has deny'd = 


Tech me to feel another's Woe, 
To hide the Fault l ſee; 
That mercy 1 to others ſhow, 
That mercy ſhow to me. 


Mean tho' I am, not wholly fo, 
Since quicken'd by thy breath; 
O lead me whereſoe'er I go, 
Thro' this day's Life or Death 
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| This day, be bread and peace my lot: 
All elſe beneath the ſun, | 
Thou know'ſt if beſt deſtow'd or not, 
And let thy will be done. 


To Thee, whoſe temple is all ſpace, 
| Whoſe altar, earth. fea, ſkies! 
One chorus let all being raiſe ! 

All nature's incenſe riſe l 


Vor. m. 1 . 


| MORAL ESSAYS 
| IN 
FOUR EPISTLES 
= 
SEVERAL PERSONS. 
Eſt brevitate opus, ut currat ſententia, TT 
Impediat verbis laſſas onerantibus aures : 


Et ſermone opus eſt modo triſti, ſaepe jocoſo, 
| Defendente vicem modo Rhetoris atque Poctac, 


$ Interdum urbani, parcentis virivus, atque 
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Six RICHARD TEMPLE, 
LORD COBHAM. 


ARGUMENT. 


OF the Know ledge and Characters of Men. 


THAT it is not ſufficient for this r to con- 
ſider man in the ab ſtract Books will not ſerve the 
\ purpoſe, nor yet our own experience ſingly, ver. 1. 
General maxims. unleſs they be formed upon buth, 
will be but notional, v. 10. Some peculiarity in 
every man, characteriſtic to himſelf, yet varying 
from himſclf, v. 15. Difficulties ariſing from our 
own paſſions, fancicz, faculties, &c v. 31 The 
ſhortneſs of life to ol -ſcrve in, and the uncerteinty 
_ of the principles of ation in men to obſerve by, 
v. 37, &c. Our on principic of action often kid 
from ourſclves, v. 41. Some few cha.ucters plain, 
but in general confounded. diſſembled, or inconſiit- 
ent, v. 51 The ſame man utter ly ditferent in dif- 
ferent places and fſeatons, v, 71. Unimaginable 
weak neſſes in the greateſt, v. 77, &c. Nothing con- 
Aant and certain but Go and Nature, v. y5. bes 
13 


II. Yet to form characters, we can only take the 


given according to the rank of men of the world, | 
v. 135. And ſome reaſon for it, v. 140. Educatia | 


AR G MEN x. 
judging of the motives from the actions; the ſame 
actions proceeding from contrary motives, and the 
fame motives influencing contrary actions, v. 100, 


ſtrongeſt actions of a man's life, and try to make 


them agree : The utter uncertainty of this, from 
nature itſelf, and from policy, v, 120. Characten 


alters the nature, or at leaſt character, of many, 


v. 149. Actions, paſſions, opinions, manners, hu- 


mours, or principles, all ſubject to change. No 


Judging by nature, from v. 158 to 178. III. It on- 


ly remains to find (if we can) his &uLING rassiox: 


That will certainly influence all the reſt, and en 


reconcile the ſeeming or real inconſiſtency of al 
his actions, verſe 175. Inſtanced in the extraord- 


nary character of Clodio, verſe 179. A cautioaf 


againſt miſtaking ſecond qualities for firſt, which 
will deſtroy all poſlibility of the knowledge of man- 
kind, v. 210. Examples of the ſtrength of the Rw 


ling Paſſion, and its continuation tothe laſt breath, | 


verſe 222, &c. | 


YE S, you deſpiſe the man to books cenfin'd, 


Who from his ſtudy rails at human kind ; 


Tho' what he learns he ſpeaks, and may advance 


Some general maxims, or be right by chance. 


The coxcomb bird, fo talkative and grave, 
That from his cage cries cuckold, whore, and knave, 
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The optics ſceing, as the objects ſeen. 


Contracts, inverts, and gives ten thouſand dyes, 
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Tho' many a paſſenger he tightly call, 
You hold him no philoſopher at all. 

And yet the fate of all extremes is ſuch, 
Men may be read, as well as books, too much. 
To obſervations which ourſelves we make, 
We grow more partial for th“ obſerver's ſake; 
To written wiſdom, as another's, leſs : 
Maxims are drawn from notions, theſe from gueſs. 
There's ſome peculiar in each lraf and grain, 
Some unmark'd fibre, or ſcme varying vein : 
Shall only man be taken in the groſs ? 
Grant but a many ſorts of mind as moſs. 

That cach from other differs, firſt confeſs ; 
Next, that he varies from himſelf no leſs; 
Add Nature's, Cuſtom's, Reaſen's, Paſſion's ſtrife, 


And all Opinion's colours caſt on life. 


Our depths who fathoms, or our ſhallows ends, 
Quick whiris, and ſhifting eddies, of our minds ? 
On human actions reaſon tho' you can, 
It may be reaſon, but it is not man: 
His principle of action once explore, 
That inſtant 'tis his principle no more. 
Like following fife thro' creatures you aka, 
You loſe it in the moment you detect. 

Yet more; the difference is as great between 


All manners take a tincture from our own; 
Or come diſcolom d thro' our paſſions ſhown, 
Or fancy's beam enlarges, multiplies, 
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Nor will life's ſtream for obſervation ſtay, 

It hurries all too faſt to mark their way : 

In vain ſedate refleftions we would make, 
When half our knowledge we muſt ſnatch, not take. 
Oft in the paſſions wild rotation toſt, 

Our ſpring of actions to ourſelves is loſt: 
Tir'd, not determin'd, to the laſt we yield, 
And what comes then is maſter of the ficld. 
As the laſt image of that troubled heap, 
When ſenſe ſubſides, and fancy ſports in ſleep, 
(Tno' paſt the recollection of the thought) 


Eccomes the ſtuff of which our dream is wrorghts |} 


Something as dim, to our internal vicw, 

Is thus, perhaps, the cauſe of moſt we do. | 
True, ſome are open, and to all men known; 

Others ſo very cloſe, they're known to none; 

(So darkneſs ſt. les the ſenſe no leis than light) 

Thus gracious Cu AN Dos is belov'd at fight; 

And every child hates Shylock, tho” his foul 

Still fits at ſquat, and peeps not from its hole. 

At half mar kind when generous Manly raves, 

All know tis virtue, for he thinks them knaves : 

o 

When univerial homage Umbra pays, 

All fer tis vice, and itch of vulgar praiſe. 

When flattery glares, all hate it in a Queen, 

While one there is who charms us with lis ſpleen. 
But theſe plain characters we rorely find; 


Tho' ſtrong the bent, yet quick the turns of mind: 


Or puzzling contraries conſound the whole; 


Or affectations quite rcverſe the foul. 
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The Dull, flat falſhood ſerves, for policy : 


I And in the Cunaing, truth itſelf's a lye : 


E 


vathought of frailties cheat us in the Wiſe; 


| The fool lies hid in inconſiſtencies. 


See the ſame man, in vigour, in the gout; 


Alone, in company; in place, or out; 


Euly at buſineſs, and at hazard late: 
Mad at a fox-chace, wiſe at a debate; 
Drunk at a borough, civil at a ball; 

Friendly at Hackney, faithleſs at Whitehall. 
Catius is ever moral, ever grave, 


# Thinks who endures a knave, is nent 8 knees, 
| Save juft at dinaer then prefers, no doubt, 


A rogue with veniſon to a faint without. 
Wao would not praiſe Patricio's high deſert, 
His hand unſtain d. his uncorrupted heart, 


} His comprehenſve head, all intereſts weigh'd, 


All Furope fav'd, yet Britain not betray'd. 


| He thanks you not, his pride is in picquette, 


New-Market fame, and judgment at a bett. 

What made (ſay Montague, or more ſage Charron!) 
Otho a warrior Cromwell a buffoon ? 

A perjur'd prince a leaden fain: revere, 


A godleſs regent tremble at a ſtar ? 


The throne a bigot keep, a genius quit, 

Paithleſe thro* picty, and dup'd thro' wit ? 

Europe a woman, child, or dotard rule, 

And juſt her wiſeſt monarch made a fool? 
Know, God and NaTuxe only are the fame : 


j In man, the judgment ſhoots at flying game; 


- 


A bird of paſſage! gone as ſoon as found, 


Now in the moon perhaps, now under ground. 

In vain the ſage, with retroſpective eye, erh 
Would from th' apparent What conclude the Why, Al 
Infer the motive from the deed, and ew, Caci 


That what we chanc'd was what we mcant to do. 
Behold ! if fortune or a miſtreſs frowns, | 
Some plunge in buſineſs, - others ſhave their crowns; 
To caſe the ſoul of hne oppreſſive weight, | 
This quits an empire, that embroils a ſtate : 

The fame aduſt complexion has impell'd 
Charles to the convent, , Philip to the field. 

Not always Actions ſhew-the man: we find 
Who does a kindneſs, is not therefore kind: 
Perhaps proſperity becalm'd his breaſt, 

Perhaps the wind juſt ſhifted from the eaſt : 

Not therefore humble he who. ſeeks retreat, 
Pride guides his ſteps, , Nd dige: big thug the Sita 4 

Who combats bravely is hot thereſore brave, 8 


He dreads a death- bed {he meaneſt flave © The 

— therefore wiſc, | Vu 

His pride in reas ning, not in acting lies. * 
But grant that actions beſt diſcover man; _ 

Take the moſt ſtrong, and fort them as you can. 

The few that glare, each character muſt mark, 4 


You balance not: thẽi ny in the dark. 
What will you dofwi ſuch as diſagree ? 
Suppreſs them, orgificall.them policy ? 
Muſt then at once (tGcharater to fave)”. 
* kuave? 
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Alas! in truth the man but chang'd his mind, 
perhaps was ſick. in love, or had not din'd. 
A why from Britain Caeſar would retreat ? 
Cacfar himſclf might whiſper he was beat. 

Why riſk. the world's great empire for a punk? 
Cacfar perhaps might anſwer he was drunk. bs 
„ t, fage hiſtotians ! tis your taſk to prove 5 

Jose action conduct, one heroic love. 
Tis from high life high characters are drawn; 
A faint in cr ape is twice a faint in lawn; 
A judge is juit, a chance lor juſter till ; 
A gownman. learn'd; a biſhop, what you will ; - 
Wiſe, if a minitter ; but, if a king, 
More wife, more learn'd, more juſt, more every thing. 
Court-virtues bear, like gems, the higheſt rate, 
Born where hcaven's influence ſcaret can penetrate z 
it; In life's low vale, the ſoil the virtues like, 
They pleaſe as beauties, here as wonders ſtrike. 
Tho' the ſame ſun with all diffuſive rays 
Bluſh in the roſe, and in the di'mond blaze, 
Ve prize the ſtronger effort of his power, 
And juſtly ſet the gem above the flower. 
"Tis education forms the common mind, 
Juſt as the twig is bent, the tree's inclin'd. 
Boaſtful and rough, your firit ſon is a ſquire; 
The next a tradeſman, meck, and much a lyar ; 
Tom ſtruts a ſoldier, open, bold, and brave; 
Will incaks a ſcrivener. an exceeding knave : 


18 de a churchman ? then he's fond of power: Y 
', 


* A Quaker ? fly : A Preſbyterian ? ſour ; 
1s {mart Frec-thinker ? all things in an hour. 


LL. » 
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Aſk men's opinions : Scoto now ſhall tcll 
How trade increaſes, and the world goes well; 
Strike off his penſion, by the ſetting ſun, 
And Britain, if not Europe, is undone. 

That gay Free-thinker, a fine talker once, 
What turns him now a ſtupid filent dunce? 
Some God, or ſpirit, he has lately found ; 
Or chanc'd to meet a miniſter that frown'd. 

Judge we by nature? habit can effacc, 

Intereſt o'ercome, or policy take place: 

By actions? thoſe uncertainty divides : 

By paſſions ? theſe diſſimulation hides : 
Opinions ? they ſtill take a wider range : 
Find, if you can, in what you cannot change. 
Tenets with books, and principles with times. 

Search then the xutznG rasion : There, alone, 
The wild are conſtant, and the cunning known ; 
The fool conſiſtent, and the falſe ſincere; | 
Prieſts, princes, women, no diſſemblers here. 
This clue once found, unravels all the reſt, 
The proſpect clears, and Whartou ſtands confeſt. 
Wharton, the ſcorn and wonder of our days, 
Whoſe ruling paſſion was the luſt of praiſe : 
Born with whate'er could win it from the wiſc, 
Women and fools muſt like him or he dies: 
Tho wondring ſenates hung on all he ſpoke, 
The club muſt hail him maſter of the joke. 
Shall parts ſo v-rious aim at nothing new? 

He'll ſhine a Tully and a Wilmot too. 
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I Then turns repentant, and his God adores 

With the ſame ſpirit that he drinks and whores ; 

Enough if all around him but admire, 

And now the Punk applaud, and now the Friar, + 

I hus with each gift of nature and of art, 

And wanting nothing but an honeſt heart ; 

Grown all to all, from no one vice exempt ; 

And moſt contemptible, to ſhun contempt ; 

| His paſſion ſtill, to covet general praiſe, 

Eis Life, to forfeit it a thouſand ways; | 

A conſtant Bounty which no friend has made; 

An angel Tongue, which no man can perſuade; 

A Fool, with more of Wit than half mankind, 

Too raſh for thought, for aftion too refin'd ; 

A Tyrant to the wife his heart approves ; 

A Rebel to the very king he loves; 

He dies, fad out-caſt of each church and ſtate, 

And, harder ſtill ' flagitious, yet not great. 

| Aſk you why Wharton broke thro” every rule? 

Tuns all for fear the Knaves ſhould call him Fool. 

| Nature well known, no prodigies remain, 
Comets are regular, and Wharton plain. 

| Yet. in this ſrarch, the wiſeſt may miſtake, 
If ſecond qualities for firſt they take. 

When Catiline by rapine ſwell'd his ſtore ; 

| When Cacfar made a noble dame a whore; 

In this the Luſt, in that the Avarice ; 

| Were means, not ends; Ambition was the vice. 

| That very Cacfar born in Scipio's days, 

Had aim'd, like him, by chaſtity, at you 
Vor. III. G 
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| Lucultue, when Frugality could charm, 
Had roaſted turnips in the Sabin farm. 
In vain th* obſerver eyes the builder's toil, 
But quite miſtakes the ſcaffold tor the pile. 

In this one paſſion man can ſtrength enjoy, 
As fits give vigour, juſt when they deſtroy. 
Time, that on all things lays his lenicot band, 
Yet tames not this; it ſticks to our laſt ſaud. 
Conſiſtent in our follics and our fins, 

Here honeſt Nature ends as ſhe begins. 

Old Politicians chew on wiſdom paſt, 
And totter on in buſineſs to the laſt ; 
As weak, as caracſt; and as gravely out, 
As ſober Lancſb'row dancing in the gout. 

Bchold a reverend fire, whom want of grace 
Has made the father of a nameleſs race, 
Shov'd from the wall perhaps, or rudely picſs'd 
By his own ſon, that paſſes by unbleſs'd: 

Still to his wench he crawls on knocking knees, 
And envies every ſparrow that he ſces. | 

A falmon's belly, Helluo. was thy fate; 
The doctor call'd, declares all help too late: 
« Mercy ! crics Helluo, mercy on my ſoul! 


* Is there no hope ?— Alas !— then bring the jou l.“ 


The frugal Crone, whom praying prieſts attend, 


Still ſtrives to fave the hallow'd taper's end, 
Collects her breath, as ebbing life retires, 

For one puff more, and in that puff expires. 

© Odious'! in woollen ! *twould a faint provoke, 
(Were the laſt words that poor Narciſſa ſpoke) 
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« No, let a charming Chintz, and Bruſſels lace 
% Wrap my cold limbs, and ſhade my lifeleſs face: 
n One would not, ſare, be frightful when one's dead 
© And — Betty —gire this Check a little red.” 
The courtier ſmooth, who forty years had ſhin'd 
An humole ſervant to all human kind, 
Juſt brought out this. when ſcarce his tongue could ſtir, 
| & [f——where I'm going I could ſerve you dir? 
lie and | deviſe (old Euclio ſaid, 
And ſigh'd) ©* my lands and tenements to Ned.“ 
Your money, Sir ?—** My money, Sir, what al? 
„Why, —if I muſt—(then wept) I give it Paul.“ 
The Manor, Sir ?—* The Manor hold, he cr; d, 
| & Not that. cannot part with that” —and dy'd. 
And you! brave Connan, to the lateſt breath, 
Shall feel your ruling paſſion ſtrong in death : 
Such in thoſe moments as in all the paſt, 
« Oh, fave my Country, Heaven! ſhall be your laſt, 
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ARGUMENT. 
Of the Charafters of Worn. 


of the characters of Women (confider'd only 2s cw 
tra-diſtinguiſhed from the other Sex.) That theſe 


are yet more inconſiſtent and incomprehenſible 


than thoſe of Men, of which inſtances are given 
even from ſuch characters as areplaineſt, and mol 


ſtrongly mark d; as in the Aſſected, v. 7. &c. The | 


Soft-natur'd. ver. 29. The Cunning, v. 45. The 
Whimſical, v. 53. The Wits and Refiners, v. $7. 
The Stupid and Silly, v, 101. How contrarietis 
run thro them all. | 


But tho' the particular charaters of this Sex are more 


various than thoſe of Men, the general characteriſ- 
tic, as to the Ruling paſſion, is more uniform and 


conſin d. In what that lies, and whence.it pro- 


— 
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ceeds, ver. 205, &c. Men are beſt known in public } . 


life, Woman in private, ver. 207. What are the 
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| A 9THING ſo true as what you once let fall, 
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aims and the fate of the ſex, both as to power and 
pleaſure ? ver. 219, 231. &c. Advice for their true 
intereſt, 249 The picture of an eſteemable wo- 
man, made up of the beſt kind of contraricties, v. 


269. &c. 0 


« Moſt Women have no Characters at all.“ 
Matter too ſoft a laſting mark to bear, 
And beſt diſtiaguiſh'd by black, brown, or fair. 

How many pictures of one Nywph we view, 


All how unlike each other, all how true ! 


Arcadia's Counteſs, here, in ermin'd pride, 
Is there, Paſtora by a fountain ſide. 
Here Fannia, leering on her own good man, 


And there, a naked Leda with a Swan. 


Let then the fair one beautifully cry, 

In Magdalene's looſe hair and lifted eye, 

Or dreſt in ſmiles of ſweet Cecilia ſhine, 

With fimp'ring Angels, Palms, and Harps divine 

Whether the Charmer ſinner it, or ſaint it, 

If Folly grow romantic, I muſt paint it. 
Come then, the colours and the ground prepare ! 

Dip in the Rainbow, trick her off in Air; 

Chuſe a firm cloud, before it fall, and in it 

Catch, ere ſhe change, the Cynthia of this minute. 
Rufa, whoſe eye quick-glancing o'er the Park, 

Attracts each light gay meteor of a Spark, 

Agrees as ill with Rufa ſtudying Locke, 

As Sappho's diamonds with her dirty (mock; 
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Or Sappho at her toilet's greaſy taſk, 

With Sappho fragrant at an evening Maſk; 

So morning inſets that in muck begun, 

Shine, buzz, and fly-blow in the ſetting-ſun. 
How ſoft is Silia ! fearful to offend ;_ 

The frail one's advocate, the weak one's friend. 

To her, Caliſta prov'd her conduct nice; 

And good Simplicius aſks of her advice. | 

Sudden, ſhe ſtorms ! ſhe raves! You tip the wink, 

But ſpare your cenſure ; Silia does not drink. 

All eyes may ſee from what the change aroſe, 

All eyes may ſee—a Pimple on her noſe. 
Papillia, wedded to her am'rous ſpark, 

Sighs for the ſhades —** How charming is a Park !“ 

A park is purchas'd, but the fair he ſees 

All bath'd in tears Oh odious, odious Trees!“ 
Ladies, like variegated tulips, ſhow ; 

"Tis to their changes half their charms we owe; 

Fine by defect, and delicately weak, 

Their happy ſpots the nice admirer take. 

*T'was thus Calypſo once each heart alarm'd, 

Aw'd without Virtue, without Beauty charm'd ; 

Her Tongue bewitch'd as oddly as her Eyes, 

Leſs Wit than Mimic, more a Wit than wiſe; 

Strange graces ſtill, and ſtranger flights ſhe had, 

Was juſt not ugly, and was juſt not mad; 

Yet ne er ſo ſure our paſſion to create, 

As when ſhe touch'd the brink of all we hate. 
Narciſſa's nature, tolerably mild, 

To make a waſh, would hardly ſtew a child; 


ESE 
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Has even been prov'd to grant a lover's prayer, 
And paid a tradeſman once to make him ſtare; 
Gave alms at Eaſter, in a Chriſtian trim, 
And made a widow happy, for a whim. 
Why then declare Good nature is her ſcorn, 
When *tis by that alone ſhe can be born ? 
Why pique all mortals, yet affect a name? 
A fool to Pleaſure, yet a flave to Fame: 
Now deep in Taylor and the Book of Martyrs, 
Now drinking Citron with his Grace and Chartres: 
Now conſcience chills her, and now Paſſion burns; 
And Atheiſm and Religion take their turns; 
A very Heathen in the carnal part, 
Jet ſtill a ſad, good Chriſtian at her heart. 

See Sin in ſtate, majeſtically drunk; 
Proud as a peereſs, prouder as a punk; 
Chaſte to her huſband, frank to all beſide, 


na teeming miſtreſs, but 2 barren Bride. 


What then? let Blood and body bear the fault, 
Her head's untouch'd, that noble ſeat of thought: 
Sach this day's doctrine —:n another fit 
de fias with Poets thro' pure love of Wit. 
What has not fir'd her boſom, or her brain ? 
_ | Gaefar and Tall-boy, Charles and Charlema'ne. 

$4s Helluo, late Dictator of the Feaſt, 
The Noſe of Haut-gout, and the the Tip of Taſte, 
JCritiqu'd your wine, and analyz'd your meat, 
Yet on plain pudding deign'd at home to cat ; 
80 Philomedẽ lecturing all mankind 

0a the ſoft paſſion, and the Taſte reſin' d, 
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Th' Addreſs, the Delicacy—ſtoops at once, 
And makes her hearty meal upon a dunce. 


Flavia's a Wit, has too much ſenſe to pray; 
To toaſt our wants and wiſhes, is her way; 
Nor aſks of Gon, but of her Stars, to give 
The mighty bleſſing, while we live, to live.“ 
Then all for death, that Opiate of the ſoul! 
Lucretia's dagger, Roſamonda's bowl, 
Say, what can cauſe ſuch impotence of mind? 
A ſpark too fickle, or a ſpouſe too kind. 
Wiſe wretch! with pleaſure too refin'd to pleaſe; 
With too much ſpirit to be c'er at caſe ; | 
With too much Quickneſs ever to be taught; 
With too much thinking to have common Thought: 
You purchaſe pain with all that joy can give, 
And die of nothing but a rage to live. 
Turn then from wits ; and look to Sſmo's Mate, 
No aſs fo meek, no aſs fo obſtinate. 
Or her, that owns her faults, but never mends, 
Becauſe ſhe's honeſt, and the beſt of Friends: 
Or her, whoſe life the Church and Scandal ſhare, 
For ever in a Paſſion, or a Prayer: 
Or her who laughs at hell, but (like her 3 
Cries, Ah! how charming, if there's no ſuch place!“ 
Or who in ſweet viciflitude appcars 
Of mirth and Opium, Ratafia and Tears, 
The daily Anodyne, and nightly Draught, 
To kill thoſe foes to Fair ones, Time and Thought. 
Woman and Fool are tuo hard things to bit; 
For true No-meaning puzzles more than Wit. 


MORAL ESSAYS. II. us, 77 


But what are theſe to great Atoſſa's mind? 
Scarce once herſelf, by turns all Womankind ! 
Who, with herſelf, or others, from her birth 
| Finds all her life one warfare upon earth: 
| Shines, in expoſing Knares, and painting Fools, 


| Yet is, whate'er ſhe hates and ridicules. 


| Offend her, and ſhe knows nt to forgive; 


No thought advances. but her eddy Brain 
Whiſks it about, and down it goes again. 

Full ſixty years the World has been her Trade, 
The wiſeſt fool much time has ever made. 

From loveleſs youth to unreſpected age, 

No Paſſion gratify'd, except her Rage. 

$0 much the Fury ſtill out-ran the Wit, 

The Pleaſure miſs d her and the Scandal hit. 

| Who breaks with her, provokes Revenge from hell, 
But he's a bolder man who dares be well. 

Here every turn with vi le nce purſu'd, 

Nor more a ſtorm her Hate than Gratitude? 

Io that each paſſion turns, or ſoon or late; | 
Lore, if it makes her yield, muſt make her hate: 
Superiors? death! and Equals? what a curſe l 

But an Inferior not dependant ? worſe. 


. Oblige her. and ſhe'll hate you while you live: 
But die, and ſhe'll adore you Then the Buſt _ 
And Temple riſe—-then fall again to duſt 
Laſt night, her Lord was all that's good and greats 
| 4 nave this morning and his Will a Cheat. 

| Strange! by the Means defeated of the Ends, 
By Spirit robb'd of Power, by Warmth of Friends, 
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By Wealth of Followers! without one diitreſs 
Sick of herſelf thio' very ſelfiſhneſs ! 
A toſſa, curs d with every granted prayer, 
Childleſs with all ber ci ildren, wants an Heir. 
To hrirs unknown deſ ends th* unguarded ſtore, 
Or wanders, Heaven dic cted to the Poor. 
Pictures like theſe, dear Madam, to deſign, 
Aſks no firm hand, and no unetring line; 
Some wandring touches, tome reflected light, 
Some flying ſtroke alone can hit them right: 
For how ſhould equal colours do the knack ; 
Chameleons who can paint in white and black? 
% Yet Chloe ſure was form'd without a ſpot. 
Nature in her then crr'd not, but forgot. 
« With every plcling, every prudent part, 
% Say, what can Cliloe want ?—ſhe wants a Heart. 
Slie ſpeaks, behaves, and acts juſt as ſhe ought, 
But never, never, reach'd one generous thought. 
Virtue ſhe finds too painful an endeavour, 
Content to dwell in Decencies for ever. 
So very reaſonable, ſo unmov d, 
As never yet to love, or to be lov'd. 
She, while her Lover pants upon her breaſt, 
Can mark the figures on an Indian Cheſt; 
And when ſhe ſees her Friend in deep defpair, 
Obſerves how much a Chintz exceeds Mohair. 
Forbid it heaven, a favour or a debt 
She e er ſhould cancel-—but ſhe may forget. 
Safe is your ſecret ſtill in Chloe's ear; 

But none of Chloe's ſhall you ever hear 
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Of all her Dears ſhe never ſlander'd one, 
But cares not if a thouſand are undone. 
Would Chloe know if you're alive or dead ? 
She bids her Footman put it in her head. 
| Chloe is prudent — Would you too be wiſe ? 
Thcn never break your heart when « hue dies. 
One certain portrait may (I grant) be ſeen, 
| Which heaven has vai niſh d out, and made a Deen: 
The SAME FOR EVER! and deicrib'd by all 
I Vith Truth and Goodneſs, as with crown and Ball. 
Poets heap Virtues, Painters Gems at will, 
And ſhew their zeal, and hide their want of (kill. 
Tis well — but, Artiſts ' who can paint or write, 
To draw the naked is your true delight. 
That robe of Quality ſo ſtruts and ſwells, * 
None ſees what parts of nature it conccals: 
Th' exaQteſt traits of Body or of Mind, 
Ve owe to models of an humble kind. | 
gif QueenzsBerRy to ſtrip there's no compelling, 
Ts om a Handmaid we muſt take a Helen. 
From Peer or Biſhop tis no caſy thing 
o draw the man, who loves his God, or King: 
Alas! I copy. (or my draught would fail) 
from honeſt Mah'met, or plain Parſon Hale. 
Bat grant, in pu lie men ſometimes are ſhown, 
Woman's ſeen in private liſe alone: 


. Pr volder talen: s in full light diſplay d; 


Pour virtucs open faireſt in the ſhade. 
Pu ditzuife, in Public tis you hide; 
Phcce, avne diitingulh 'rwixt your Shame or Pride, 
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Weakneſs or Delicacy; all fo nice, 
That each may ſerm a Virtue, or a Vice. 
In men we various Ruling Paſſions find ; 
In women, two almoſt divide the kind; 
Thoſe only fix'd, they firſt to laſt obey, 
The love of Pleaſure, and the love of ſway. 
That, Nature gives; and where the leſſon taught 
Is but to pleaſe, can pleaſure ſeem a fault? 
Experience this; by Man's oppreſſion curſt, 
They ſeek the ſecond not to loſe the firſt. 
Men, ſome to Bus'neſs, ſome to Pleaſure take; 
But every Woman is at heart a Rake: 
Men ſome to Quiet, ſome to public ſtrife; 
But every Lady would be queen for life. | 
Yet mark the fate of a whole ſex of Queens 
Pow'r all their end, but beauty all the means; 
In youth they conquer with fo wild a rage, 
As leaves them ſcarce a ſubject in their age; 
For foreign glory, forcign joy, they roam; 
No thought of peace or happineſs at home. 
But Wiſdom's triumph is well-tim'd Retreat, 
As hard a ſcience to the Fair as Great ! 
Beauties, like Tyrants, old and friendleſs grown, 
Yet hate repoſe, and dread to be alone, 
Worn out in public, weary every eye, 
ico tne ane Sc deliind them when they ie... 
Pleaſures the ſex, as children Birds purſue, 
Still out of reach, yet never out of view; 
Sure, if they catch. to hall Be Toy at mall, 
To covet flying, and regret when loſt: | 
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At laſt, to follies youth could ſcarce defend, 
It grows their age's prudence to pretend ; 
| Aſham'd to own they gave delight before, 
Reduc'd to feign it, when they give no more: 
As Hags hold Sabbaths, leſs for joy than ſpight, 
So theſe their merry, miſerable night ; 
Still round and round the Ghoſts of Beauty glide, 
And haunt the places where their honour dy'd. 
See how the world its Veterans rewards ! 
A youth of frolics, an old age of cards; 
Fair to no purpoſe, artful to no end, 
| Young without Lovers, old without a Friend; 
A Fop their paſſion, but their prize a Sot, 
| Alive, ridiculous, and dead, forgot! 
Ah! friend! to dazzle let the Vain deſign 
To raiſe the thoughf, and touch the heart, be thine ! 
That charm ſhall grow, while what fatigues the Ring, 
Flunts, and goes down an unregarded thing: | 
$0 when the ſun's broad beam has tir'd the ſight, 
All mild aſcends the moon's more ſober light, 
Serene in virgin modeſty ſhe ſhines, 
And unobſerv'd the glaring orb declines. 
Oh ! bleſt with Temper, whoſe unclouded ray 
Can make to-morrow chearful as to-day : 
She, who can love a ſiſter's charms, or hear 
Sighs for a daughter with unwounded ear; 
She, who nc'er anſwers till a huſband cools, 
Or, if ſhe rules him, never ſhews ſhe rules; 
Charms by accepting, by ſubmitting ſways, 
Yet has her humour moſt, when ſhe : : 
Voc. III. H 
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Let fops or fortune fly which way they will; 
Diſdains all loſs of tickets, or Codille ; 
Spleen, - vapours, or ſmall-pox, above them all, 
And miſtreſs of herſelf, tho' China fall. 

And, yet, believe me, good as well as ill, 
Woman's at beſt a contradiction ſtill. 
Heaven, when it ſtrives to poliſh all it can 
Its laſt beſt work, but forms a ſofter Man ; 


Picks from each ſex, to make the Fav'rite bleſt, 


Your love of pleaſure, our deſire of reſt : 
Blends, in exception to all gen'ral rules, 50 
Your taſte of follics, with our ſcorn of Fools: 
Reſerve with Frankneſs, Art with Truth ally'd, 
Courage with ſoftneſs, Modeſty with Pride; 
Fix'd Principles, with Fancy ever new; 
Shakes all together, and produces— \ ou. 

Be this a woman's fame : with this unbleſt, 
Toaſts live a ſcorn, and Queens may die a jeſt. 
This Phoebus promis'd (1 forget the year) 
When thoſe blue eyes firſt open'd on the ſphere; 
Aſcendant Phoebus watch'd that hour with care, 
Averted half your parents' ſimple prayer ; 

And gave you beauty, but deny'd the pelf 
That buys your ſex a tyrant o'er iticlf. 

The generous God, who wit and gold refines, 
And ripens ſpirits as he ripens mines, 

Kept Droſs for Dutche ſſes, the world ſhall know 
To you gave Senſe, Good-humour, and a Port 
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ALLEN, Loan BATHURST. 


ARGUMENT. 


Of the Uſe of Ricurs. 


THAT it is known to few, moſt falling into one of 


the extremes, avarice or profuſion, ver. 1. &c. The 
point diſcuſſed, whether the invention of money 
has been more commodious or pernicious to man- 
kind, v. 21 to 77. That riches, either to the ava - 
ricious or the prodigal, cannot afford happineſs, 
ſcarcely neceſſaries, v. 8) to 160. That avarice is 
an abſolute parenzy, without an cnd or purpoſe, v. 
113, &c. 152. Conjectures about the motives of 
avaricious men, v. 121 to 153. That the conduc 


of men, with reſpe to riches, can oniy be account- 
ed for by the oper of exovioence, which works 


the general good out of extremes, and brings all to 

its great end by perpetual revolutions, ver. 161 to 

178. How a miſer acts upon principles which ap- 

pear to him reaſonable, verſc 179. How a prodigal 

does the ſame, v. 199. The due medium, and true 

uſe of riches, v. 219. The Man of Roſs, v. 250. The 
H 3 | 
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fate of the profuſe and the covetons, in two exam. | 
ples; both miſerable in life and in death, v. 300, 
&c. The ſtory of Sir Balaam, v. 339 to the end. 


r. HO ſhall decide, when Doctors diſagree, 


And ſoundeſt Caſuiſts doubt, like you and me! 


You hold the word, from Jove to Momus given, 
That Man was made the ſtanding jeſt of Heaven ; 
And gold but ſent to keep the fools in play, 
For ſome to heap, and ſome to throw away. 

But I, who think more highly of our kind, 
(And furely, Heaven and I are of a mind) 
Opine, that Nature, as in duty bound, 

Deep hid the ſhining miſchief under ground : 

But when by man's audacious labour won, 

Flam'd forth this rival to, its fire, the fun, 
Then careful Heaven ſupply d two ſorts of men, 
To ſquander theſe, and thoſe to hide agen. | 

Like Doctors thus, when much diſpute has paſt, 

We find our tenets juſt the fame at laſt. 

Both fairly owning, Riches, in eſſect, 

No grace of Heaven or token of th' Elect; 

Given to the Fool, the Mad, the Vain, the Evil, 
To Ward, to Waters, Chartres, and the Devil. 

B. What Nature wants, commodious gold beſtow 

"Tis thus we eat the bread another ſows. 
P. But how unequal it beſtows, obſerve, 
"Tis thus we riot, while, who ſow it, ſtarve: 
What nature wants (a phraſe I much diſtruſt) 

Extends to luxury, extends to luſt : 
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Uſeful, 1 grant, it ſerves what life requires, 
But dreadful too, the dark Aſſaſſin hires ; 


B. Trade it may help, ſociety extend: 


P. But lures the Pyrate, and corrupts the Friend. 
B. It raiſes armies in a Nation's aid: 
P. But bribes a Senate, and the Land's betray'd. 
In vain may heroes fight, and patriots rave; 
If ſecret gold ſap on from knave to knaxe. 
Once, we confeſs, beneath the Patriot's cloak, 
From the crack'd bag the dropping Guinca ſpoke, 
And jingling down the back-ſtzirs, told the crew, 
„ Old Cato is as great a rogue as you.” 
Bleſt paper credit ! laſt and beſt ſupply ! 
That lends Corruption lighter wings to fly! 
Gold imp'd by thee, can compaſs hardeſt things, 
Can pocket States, can fetch or carry Kings; 
A ſingle leaf ſhall waft an Army o'er, 
Or ſhip off Senates to ſome diſtant Shoe; 
A leaf, like Sibyl's, ſcatter to and fro 
Our fates and fortunes, as the wind ſhall blow: 
Pregnant with thouſands fiits the Scrap unſecn, 
And ſilent ſells a King, or buys a Queen. 
Oh! that ſuch bulky Bribes as all might ſee, 
Still, as of old, incumber'd Villainy ! 
Could France or Rome divert our brave deſigns, 
With all their brandies, or with all their wines ? 
What could they more than Knights and *Squires con- 
Or water all the Quorum ten miles round? ffound, 


A ſtateſman's ſlumizers how this ſpeech would ſpail! 


Sir, Spain has ſent a thouſand jars of oil; 
| II 3 | 
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Huge bales of Britiſh cloth blockade the door; 

A hundred oxen at your levee roar.” 

Poor Avarice one torment more would find; 

Nor could Profuſion ſquander all in kind. 

Aſtride his cheeſe Sir Morgan might we meet; 

And Worldly crying coals from ſtreet to ſtreet, 

Whom with a wig ſo wild, and mien ſo maz'd, 

Pity miſtakes for ſome poor tradeſman craz'd. 

Had Colepepper's whole wealth been hops and hogs, 

Could he himſelf have ſent it to the dogs? 

His Grace will game: to White's a Bull be led, 

With ſpurning heels and with a butting head; 

To White's be carry d, as to ancient games, 

Fair Courſers, Vaſes, and alluring Dames. 

Shall then Uxorio, if the ſtakes he ſwcep, 

Bear home fix Whores, and make his Lady weep? 

Or ſoft Adonis, fo perfum'd and fine, : 

Drive to St. James's a whole herd of ſwine? 

Oh filthy check on all induſtrious ſkill, 

To ſpoil the nation's laſt great trade, Quadrille! 

Since then, my Lord, on ſuch a World we fall, 

What ſay you? B. Say? Why take it, Gold and all. 
P. What Riches give us let us then enquire ; 


Meat, Fire, and Cloaths. B. What more? P. Meat, | 


Cloaths and Fire. | 
Is this too little? would you more than live ?. 
Alas ! tis more than Turner finds they give. 
Alas! tis more than (all his viſions paſt) 
Unhappy Wharton, waking, found at laſt ! 
What can they give? to dying Hopkins, Heirs; 
To Chartres, Vigour; Japhet, Noſe and Ears? 
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Can they, in gems bid Pallid Hippia glow, 
In Fulvia's Buckle eaſe the throbs below ; 
Or heal, old Narſes thy obſcener ail, | 
With all the embroidery plaiſter'd at thy tail? 
They might (were Harpax not too wiſe to ſpend} 
Give Harpax' ſelf the bleſſing of a Friend; 
Or fad ſome Doctor that would fave the life 
Of wretched Shylock, ſpite of Shylock's Wife : 
But thouſands die, without or this or that, 
Die, and endow a College, or a Cat. 
| To ſome, indeed, Heaven grants the happier fate, 
T'enrich a Baſtard, or a Son they hate. 
Perhaps you think the Poor might have their part, 
Bond damns the poor, and hates them from his heart: 
The grave Sir Gilbert holds it for a rule 
That every man in want is knave or fool: 
„Go cannot love (ſays Blunt, with tearleſs eyes) 
| © The wretch he ſtarves”-—and pioully denies : 
| But the good Biſhop with a mecker air, 
Admits, and kaves them, Providence's care. 
Yet to be juſt to theſe poor men of pelf, 
Each docs but hate his neighbour as himſelf: 
Damu'd to the Mines, an equal fate betides 
The Slave that digs it, and the Slave that hides. 
B. Who ſuffer thus, mere Charity ſhould own, 
Muſt act on motives powerful, tho' unknown. 
P. Some war, ſome plague, or famine they foreſee, 
Some Revelation hid from you and me. 
Why Shylock wants a meal, the cauſe is found, 
He thinks a Loaf will riſe to fifty pound. 


* 


8 MORAL ESSAYS. III. 177. 


What made Directors cheat in South-ſea year ! 
To live on Ven ſon when it fold fo dear. 

Aſk you' why Phryne the whole Auction buys ? 
Phryne foreſces a general Exciſe. 

Why ſhe and Sappho rais'd that Monſtrous fon! 3 
Alas! they fear a man will coſt a plum. 

Wiſe Peter ſees the World's reſpect for Gold, 
And therefore hopes this Nation may be ſold: 
Glorious ambition! Peter, ſwell thy ſtore, 

And be what Rome's great Didius was before 

The Crown of Poland, venal twice an aze, 
To juſt three millions ſtinted modeſt Gage. 

But nobler ſcenes Maria's dreams unfold, 
Hereditary Realms, and worlds of Gold. 
Congenial ſouls! whoſe life one Av'rice joins, 
And one fate burics in th' Aſturian Mines. 


Much injur'd Blunt; why bears he Britain's hate! | 


A wizard told him in theſe words our fate: 

© At length Corruption, like a general flood, 
(So long by watchful Miniſters withſtood) 

4 Shall dcluge all; And Avarice creeping on, 
« Spread like a loa-born mit, aud blot the ſun; 
&« Stateſman and Patriot ply alike the Stocks, 

% Peereſs and Butler ſhare alike the Box, 

And Judges job, and Biſhops bite the town, 

* And mighty Dukes pack cards for half a crown. 


* See Britain ſunk in lucres' ſordid charms, (arms! 


4 And France reveng'd of Axxz's and Eoward's 
Twas no Court badge, great Scrivener, fir'd thy bran, 
Nor lordly Luxury, nor City Gain: : 
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| No, twas thy righteous end, aſham'd to ſee 


Senates degenerate, Patriots diſagree, 

And nobly wiſhing Party-rage to ceaſe, 

To buy both ſides, and give thy Country peace. 
4% All this is madneſs,” cries a ſober ſage : 

But who, my friend, has reaſon in his rage? 


| * The ruling Paſſion, be it what it will, 
The ruling Paſſion conquers Reaſon till.” 


Leſs mad the wildeſt whimſey we can frame, 


| Than even that paſſion, if it has no Aim; 


Far tho' ſuch motives folly you may call, 


The folly's greater to have none at all. 


Hear then the truth : : "Tis Heav n each paſſion ſends 
% And different men directs to different ends, 


| * Extremes in Nature equal good prodnce, 
| © Extremes in Man concur to general uſe.” 


Aſk we what makes one keep, and one beſtow ? 
That Power who bids the ocean ebb and flow, 
Bids ſeed · time, harveſt, equal courſe maintain, 
Thro' reconcil'd extremes of drought and rain, 
Builds Life on Death, on Change Duration founds, 


| And gives th'eternal whecls to know their rounds. 


Riches like inſets, when conceal'd they lie, 
Wait but for wings, and in their ſeaſon fly. 
Who ſees pale Mammon pine amidſt his ſtore, 
Sees but a backward ſteward for the Poor; 
This year a Reſervoir, to keep and ſpare; 
The next a Fountain, ſpouting thro' his Heir, 


| In laviſh ſtreams to quench a Country's thirſt, 
And men and dogs ſhall drink him till they burft. 
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Old Cotta ſham'd his fortune and his birth, 
| Yet was not Cotta void of wit or worth: 
What tho' (the uſe of barb'rous ſpits forgot) 
His kitchen vy'd in coolneſs with his grot ! 
His court with nettles, moats with creſſes ſtor d, 
With ſoups unbought and ſallads bleſs'd his board ? 
If Cotta liv'd on pulſe, it was no more | 
Than Bram ns, Saints, and Sages did before; 
To cram the Rich was prodigal expence, 
And who would take the Poor from Providence ? 
Like ſome lone Chartreux ſtands the good old Hall, 
Silence without, and faſts within the wall; 
No rafter'd roofs with dance and tabor ſound, 
No noontide bell invites the country round : 
Tenants with ſighs the ſmoakleſs towers ſurvey, 
And turn th' unwilling ſtecds another way : 
Benighted wanderers, the forcſt o'er, 
Curſe the fav'd candle, and unop'ning door: 
While the gaunt maſtiff growling at the gate, 
Affrights the beggar whom he longs to eat. 

Not ſo his Son, he mark'd this overſight, 
And then miſtook reverſe of wrong for right. 
(For what to ſhun will no great knowledge need, 
But what to follow, is a taſk indeed.) | 
Yet ſure, of qualities dcſcrving praiſe, 

More go to ruin Fortunes, than to raiſe. 

What flaughter'd hecatombs, what floods of wine, 
Fill the capacious Squire, and deep Divine? 

Yet no mean motives this profuſion draws, 

His oxen periſh in his country's cauſe; 
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"Tis Grorce and LiszrTyY that crowns the cup, 
And Zeal for that great Houſe which eats him up. 
The woods recede around the naked feat, 
The Sylvans groan—no matter— for the Fleet: 
Next goes his Wool—to cloath our valiant bands, 
Laſt, for his Country's Love, he ſells his Lands. 
To town he comes, completes the nation's hope, 
And heads the bold Train-bands, and burns a Pope. 
And ſhall not Britain now reward his toils, 
Biitain, that pays her Patriots with her ſpoils ? 
In vain at Court the Bankrupt pleads his cauſe, 
His thankleſs Country leaves him to her Laws. 
The Senſe to value Riches, with the Art 


T enjoy them, and the Virtue to impart, 


Not meanly, nor ambitiouſly purſu'd, 
Not ſunk by ſloth, not rais'd by 5 
To balance fortune by a juſt expence, 
Join with Oeconomy, Magnificence 
With Splendor, Charity; with Plenty, Health; 
Oh teach us, BaTuvasT! yet unſpoil'd by wealth! 
That ſecret rare, between th' extremes to move 
Of mad Good-nature, and of mean Self- love. 
B. To worth or want well-weigh'd, be bounty given, 
And eafe, or emulate, the care of Heaven; 
- (Whoſe meaſure full o' erflaws on human race) 
Mend Fortune's fault, and juſtify her grace. 
Wealth in the groſs is death, but life di' us'd; 
As poiſon heals, in juſt proportion us'd; 
In heaps, like Ambergriſe, a ſtink it les, 
But well difp:rs'd, is incenſe to the (kits, 


„ MORAL ESSAYS, III 237. 


P. Who ſtarves by Nobles, or with Nobles eats! 
The wretch that truſts them, and the rogue that cheats 


Is there a Lord, who knows a chearful noon 
Without a Fiddler, Flatterer, or Buffoon ? 
Whoſe table, Wit, or modeſt Merit ſhare, 
Un-clbowed by Gameſter, Pimp, or Player? 
Who copies Your's, or Oxrord's better part, 
To eaſe th' oppreſs'd, and raiſe the ſinking heart! 
Where-e'erhe ſhines, oh Fortune, gild the ſcene, 
And angels guard him in the golden Mean! 
There, Engliſh bounty, yet a-while may ſtand, 
And Honour linger ere it leaves the land. 
| But all our praiſes why ſhould Lords engroſs? 
Riſe, honeſt Muſe! and ſing the Max of Ross: 
Pleas'd Vaga echoes thro' her winding bounds, 
And rapid Severn hoarſe applauſe reſounds. 
Who hung with woods yon mountain's ſultry brow ! 
From the dry rock who bade the waters flow ? 
Not to the ſkies in uſeleſs rolumas toſt, 
Or in proud falls magnificently loſt, 
But clear and artleſs, pouring thro the plain 
Health to the ſick, and ſolace to the ſwain. 
Whoſe Cauſe-way parts the vale with ſhady rows? 
Whoſe ſeats the weary traveller repoſe ? 
Who taught that heaven- directed ſpire to riſe ? 
„The Max of Ross,“ each liſping babe replies. 
Behold the Market-place with poor o'erſpread ! 
The Max of Ross divides the weekly bread; 


He feeds yon Alms-houſe, neat, hut void of ſtate, 


Where Age aud Want ſit ſaulivg at the gate; 
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Him portion'd maids, apprentic'd orphans bleſt, 
The young who labour, and the old who reſt. 
Is any ſick ? the Man of Ross relieves, 
Preſcribes, attends, the med'cine makes, and gives. 
Is there a variance? enter but his door, 
Balk'd are the Courts, and conteſt is no more. 
Deſpairing Quacks with curſes fled the place, 
And vile Attorneys, now an uſcleſs race. 
B. Thrice happy man ! enabled to purſue 
What all fo wiſh, but want the pow'r to do! 
Oh fay, what ſums that gen'rous hand ſupply ? 
What mines to ſwell that boundleſs charity? 
P. Of Debts and Taxes, Wife and Children clear, 
This man poſſeſt— five hundred pounds a year. 
Bluſh, Grandeur, bluſh! proud Courts, withdraw your. 
Ye little Stars! hide your diminiſh'd rays. blaze! 
B. And what? no monument, inſcription, ſtone ? 
His race, his form, his name almoſt unknown? - 
P. Who builds a Church to God, and not to Fame, 
Will never mark the marble with his Name: 
Go, ſearch it there, where to be born and die, 
Of rich and poor makes all the hiſtory ; | 
Enough, that virtue fill'd the ſpace between; 
Prov'd by the ends of being, to have been. 
When Hopkins dies, a thouſand lights attend 
The wretch, who living ſav'd a candle's end; 
Should'ring God's altar a vile image ſtands, 
Belies his features, nay extends his hands; 
That live- long wig which Gorgon's ſelf might own, + 
Eternal buckle takes in Parian ſtone, 
Vor, 1II. . 
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Behold what bleſſings Wealth to life can lend! 
And ſee what comfort it affords our end. 


In the worſt inn's worſt room, with mat half-hung, 


The floors of plaiſter, and the walls of dung, 
On once a flock-bed, but repair'd with ſtraw, 
With tape-ty'd curtain's, never meant to draw, 
The George and Garter dangling from that bed 
Where tawdry yellow ſtrove with dirty red, 
| Great Villers lies— alas! how chang'd from him, 
That life of pleaſure, and that Soul of whim! 
| Gallant and gay, in Cliveden's proud alcove, 
The bow'r of wanton Shrewſbury and love; 
Or juſt as gay, at Council, in a ring 
Of mimick'd Stateſmen, and their merry King. 
No Wit to flatter, left of all his ſtore ! 
No Fool to laugh at, which he valu'd more. 
There, victor of his health, of fortune, friends, 
And fame; this lord of uſeleſs thouſands ends. 
His Grace's fate ſage Cutler could foreſee, 


And well (he thought, advis'd him, © Live like me.” 


As well his Grace reply d, Like you, Sir john? 
That I can do, when all I have is gone.” 
Reſolve me, Reaſon, which of theſe is worſe, 
Want with a full, or with an empty purſe? 
Thy life more wretched, Cutler, was confeſs'd, 
Ariſe, and tell me, was thy death more Lleis'd? 
Cutler ſaw tenants break, and houſes fall, | 
For very want; he could not build a wall. 

His only daughter in a ſtranger's pow'r, 

For very want ; he could not pay a dow'r. 
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A few grey hairs his rev'rend temples crown'd, 
Twas very want that fold them for two pound. 

What cv'n deny'd a cordial at his end, 
ZBuaniſh'd the doctor, and expell'd the friend? 

What but a want, which you perhaps think mad, 
Yet numbers feel, the want of what he had} 
Cutler and Brutus, dying both exclaim, 

« Virtue ! and Wealth what are ye but a name!” 

Say, for ſuch worth are other worlds prepar'd ? 
Or are they both, in this their own reward ? 

A knotty point! to which we now proceed. 

But you are tir d—Pl tell a tale—B. Agreed. 
| P. Where London's column, pointing at the ſkies 
| Like a tall bully, lifts the head, and lies 

There dwelt a Citizen of ſober fame, 

A plain good man, and Balaam was his name ; 
Religious, punctual, frugal, and fo forth; 

His word would paſs for more than he was worth. 
One ſolid diſh his week-day meal affords, 

An added pudding ſolemniz d the Lord's: 
Conſtant at Church, and Change; his gains were ſure, 
His givings rare, ſave farthings to the poor. 

The Dev'l was piqu'd ſach ſaintſhip to behold, 
And long'd to tempt him, like good Job of old: 
But Satan now is wiſer than of yore, 

And tempts by making rich, not making poor. 

Rouz'd by the Prince of Air, the whirlwinds ſweep 
The ſurge, and plunge his Father in the deep; 
Then full againſt his Corniſh lands they roar, 

And two rich ſhipwrecks bleſs the lucky ſhore. 
12 
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Sir Balaam now, he lives like other folks, 
He takes his chirping pint, and cracks his jokes : 
« Live like yourſelf,” was ſoon my Lady's word; 
And lo! two puddings ſmoak'd upon the board. 
Aſlcep and naked as an Indian lay, 
An honeſt factor ſtole a Gem away: 
He pledg'd it to the knight ; the knight had wit, 
So kept the Diamond, and the rogue was bit. 
Some ſcruple roſe, but thus he cas d his thought, 
« I'll now give ſix-pence where I gave a groat ; 
Where once I went to church, I'll now go twice— 
« And am fo clear too of all other vice. 
The Temper ſaw his time; the work he ply'd; 
Stocks and ſubſcriptions pour on ev'ry ſide, 
Till all the Daemon makes his full deſcent 
In one abundant ſhow'r of Cent per Cent, 
Sinks deep within him, and poſſeſſes whole, 
Then Dubs Director, and ſecures his ſoul. 
Behold Sir Balaam now a man of ſpirit, 
Aſcribes his gettings to his parts and merit; 
What late he call'd a Bleſſing, now was Wit, 
And God's good Providence, a lucky Hit. 
Things change their titles, as our manners turn : 
His Compting-houſec employ'd the Sunday-morn ; 
Seldom at Church ('twas ſuch a buſy life) 
But duly ſent his family and wife. 5 
There (fo the Dev'l ordain'd) one Chriſtmas-tide 
My good old Lady catch'd a cold, and dy'd. 
A Nymph of Quality admires onr Knight ; 
He marries, bows at Court, and grows polite :. 
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Leaves the dull Cits, and joins (to pleaſe the Fair) 
The well-bred cuckolds in St. James's air : 

Firſt, for his Son a gay Commiſſion buys, 

Who drinks, whores, fights, and in a duel dies: 
His Daughter flaunts a Viſcount's tawdry wiſe : 
She bears a Coronet and P—x for life. 

In Britain's Senate he a ſeat obtains, 

And one more Penſioner St. Stephen gains. 

My Lady falls to play; fo bad her chance, 

He muſt repair it; takes a bribe from France; 
The Houſe impeach him; Coningſby harangues ; 
The Court forſake him, and Sir Balaam hangs: 
Wife, ſon, and daughter, Satan ! are thy own, 
His wealth, yet dearer, forfeit to the Crown: 
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ARGUMENT. 
Of the Uſe of Ricues. 


T H E Vanity of Expence in People of Wealth and 
Quality. The abuſe of the word Tafte, ver. 13. 
That the firſt principle and foundation in this, as 
in every thing elſe, is Good ſenſe, ver. 40. The chief 
proof of it is to fo/low Nature, even in works of 
mere Luxury and Elegance. Inſtanced in Arcbitec- 
ture and Gardening, where all muſt be adapted to 
the Genius and Uſe of the Place, and the Beautics 
not forced into it, but reſulting from it, ver. 50, 
How men are diſappointed in their moſt expenſive 


undertakings, fot want of this true Foundation, 


without which nothing can pleaſe long, if at all; and 
the beſt Examples and Rules will but be perverted 
into ſomething burdenſome or ridiculous, ver, 65, &c. 
to 92. A deſcription of the falſe Taſte cf Magnif- 
cence; the firſt grand error of which is to imagine 
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that Greatneſs conſiſts in the Size and Dimenſion, 
inſtead of the Proportion and Harmony of the whole, 
ver. 97. and the ſecond, either in joining together 
Parts incoherent, or too minutely reſembling, vr in 
the Repetition of the ſame too frequently, ver. 105, 
&c. A word or two of falſe Taſte in Books, in Mu- 
ſic, in Painting, even in Preaching and Prayer, and 
laſtly in Eatertainments, ver. 133, &c. Yet Pro- 
VIDENCE is juſtified in giving Wealth to be ſquan- 
dered in this manner, ſince it is diſperſed to the 
Poor and Laborious part of mankind. ver. 16g. 
frecurring to what is laid down in the firſt Book, 
Ep. ii. and in the epiſtle preceding this, ver. 159, 
&c.] What are the proper 05je?s of Magnificence, 
| and a proper field for the Expence of Great Men, 
ver. 17”, &c. and finally the Great and Public 
Works which become a Prince, ver. 191, to the end. 


: ps ſtrange, the Miſer ſhould his Cares employ 
To gain thoſe riches he can ne'er enjoy: 

k it leſs ſtrange, the prodigal ſhould waſte 

His wealth, to purchaſe what he ne'er can taſte ? 

Not for himſelf he ſees, or hears, or cats; 

| Artiſts muſt chuſe his Pictures, Muſic, Meats : 

fe buys for Topham, Drawings and Deſigns, 

for Pembroke Statues, dirty Gods, and Coins; 

Rare monkith Manuſcripts for Hearne alone, 

ud Books for Mead, and Butterflics for Sloane. 

Think we all theſe are for himſelf ? no more 

Than his fine Wiſe, alas! or finer Whore. 
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For what has Virro painted, built, and planteg? 


Only to ſhew, how many taſtes he wanted. 
What brought Sir Viſto's ill-got wealth to waſte ? 


Some Daemon whiſper d, Viſto! have a Taſte,” | 


Heav'n viſits with a Taſte the Wealthy fool, 
And needs no Rod but Ripley with a Rule. 
See!] ſportive Fate, to puniſh aukward pride, 
Bids Bubo build, and ſends him fuch a Guide ; 
A ſtanding ſermon, at each year's expence, 
That never Coxcomb reach'd Magnificence ! 

You ſhow us, Rome was glorious, not profuſe, 


And pompous Buildings once were things of Uſe. 


Yet ſhall (my Lord) your juſt, your noble rules 
Fill half the land with imitating-Fools ; 


Who random drawings from your ſheets ſhall take, 


And of one beauty many blunders make; 

Load ſome vain Church with old Theatric ſt=te, 
Turns Arcs of triumph to a Garden-gate; 

| Reverſe your ornaments, and hang them all 


On ſome patch'd dog-hole ck d with ends of wall; 


Then clap four ſlices of Pilaſter on't, 

That, lac'd with bits of ruſtic, makes a Front: 
Shall call the wind thro' long arcades to roar, 
Proud to catch cold at a Venetian door; 
Conſcious they act a true Palladian part, 

And if they ſtarve, they ſtarve by rules of art. 
Oft have you hinted to your brother Peer, 

A certain truth, which many buy too dear: 
Something there is more needful than Expence, 
And ſomething previous ev 'n to Taſte—'tis Senſe: 


oY riese Dis tr 


a 6-8 


2 


> = 


> 


ed! 


MORAL ESSAYS IV. 43 rot 


| Good ſenſe, which only is the gift of Heav'n, 
And tho? no Science, fairly worth the ſev'n : 

| A light, which in yourſelf you muſt perceive; 

Jo nes and Le Notre have it not to give. 


To build, to plant, whatever you intend, 
To rear the Column, or the Arch to bend, 
To ſwell the Terrace, or to ſink the Grotz 
In all, let Nature never be forgot, 

But treat the Goddeſs like a modeſt fair, 


Nor over dreſs, nor leave her wholly bare ; 


Let not each beauty ev'ry where be ſpy d, 


| Where half the (kill is decently to hide. 


He gains all points, who pleaſingly confounds, 

Surprizes, varies, and conceals the Bounds. 
Conſult the Genius of the Place in all; 

That tells the Waters or to riſe, or fall; 

Or helps th' ambitious Hill the heav'ns to ſcale, 

Or ſcoops in circling theatres the Vale; 

Calls ia the country, catches op'ning glades, 

Joins willing woods, and varies ſhades from ſhades; 

Now breaks, or now directs, th' intending Lines; 


| Paints as you plant, and, as you work, deſigns. 


Still follow Senſe, of ev'ry art the ſoul, 


Parts anſw'ring parts ſhall flide into a whole, 


Spontaneous beauties all around advance, 


Start ev'n from Difficulty, ſtrike from Ch. nce; 


Nature ſhall join you; Time ſhall make it zrow 


A work to wonder at—perhaps a STow. 


Without it, proud Verſailles! thy glory fails; 
And Nero's Terraces deſert their walls: 
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The vaſt Parterres a thouſand hands ſhall make, 


Lo! Connau comes, and floats them with a Lake: | 


Or cut wide views thro' mountains to the Plain, 
You'll wiſh your hill or ſhelter'd ſcat again. 
Ev'n in an ornament its place remark, 
Nor in an Hermitage ſet Dr. Clarke. | 

Behold Villario's ten years toil complete; 
His Quincunx darkens, his Eipaliets meet; 
The Wood ſupports the Plain, the parts unite, 
And firength of ſhade contends with ſtrength of Light; 
A waving Glow the bloomy beds diſplay, 
Bluthing in bright diverſities of day, 
With filver quiv'ring rills meander'd o'er — 
Enjoy them, you! Villario, can no more; 
Tir'd of the ſcene Parterres and Fountains yield, 
He finds at laſt he better likes a Ficld. 

Thro' his young Woods how pleas'd Sabinus ſtray'd, 
Or fate delighted in the thick'ning ſhade, 
With annual joy the red'ning ſhocts to greet, 
Or ſee the ſtretching branches long to mect! 
His Son's fine taſte an op'ner Viſta loves, 
Foe to the Dryads of his father's groves; 
One boundleſs Green, or flouriſh'd carpet views, 
With all the mournful family of Yews; 
The thriving plants, ignoble broomſtics made, 
Now ſweep thoſe Alleys they were born to ſhade. - 
At Timon's Villa let us paſs a day, 
Where all cry out · What ſums are thrown away!” 
So proud, ſo grand; of that ſtupendous air, 
Soft and Agrecable come never there. 
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Greatneſs, with Timon, dwells in ſuch a draught 


! | As brings all Brobdignag before your thought. 
To compaſs this, his building is a Town, 


His Pond an Ocean, his Parterre a down : 
Who but muſt laugh, the Maſter when he fees, 


A puny inſet, ſhiv'ring at a breeze! 


lo, what huge heaps of littleneſs around! 
The whole, a labour d Quarry above ground. 
Two Cupids ſquirt before: a Lake behind 
Improves the keeneſs of the Northern wind. 
His Gardens next your admiration call, 


| 0 er'ry fide you look, behold the Wall! 


No pleaſing Intricacies intervene, 
No artful wildneſs to perplex the ſcene; 


| Grove nods at grove, each Alley has a brother, 


uud half the platform juſt reflects the other. 

The ſuff ring eye inverted Nature ſees, 

Trees cut to Statues, OT e- 

Vith here a Fountain never to be play'd | 
And there a Summer-houſe, . 


lere Amphitrite ſails thro* myrtle bow'rs ; 


There Gladiators fight, or die in flow'rs; 
Uawater'd ſee the drooping ſea-horſe mourn, 
And ſwallows rooſt in Nilus' duſty Urn. 

My Lord advances with majeſtic mien, 


init with the mighty pleaſure to be ſeen: 


but foft—by regular approach—not yet. 
fiſt thro the length of yon hot Terrace ſweat ; 
And when up ten ſteep flops you've drag'd your thighs, 


Juſt at his Study-door he'll bleſs your cyes. 
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His Study! with what Authors is it ſtor d? 
In Books, not Authors, curious is my Lord; 

'To all their dated backs he turns you round; 
Theſe Aldus printed, thoſe Du Sue il has bound. 
Lo ſome are Vellom, and the reſt as good 

For all his Lordſhip knows, but they are Wood. 
For Locke or Milton 'tis in vain to look, 

Theſe ſhelves admit not any modern book. 

And now the Chapel's ſilver bell you hear, 
That ſummons you to all the Pride of Pray'r : 
Light quirks of Muſic, broken and uneven, 
Make the ſoul dance upon a Jig to Heav'n. 

On painted Ceilings you devoutly ſtare, 

Where ſprawl the Saints of Verrio or Laguerre, 
Or gilded clouds in fair expanſion lie, 

And bring all Paradiſe before your eye. 

To reſt, the Cuſhion and ſoft Dean invite, 
Who never mentions Hell to ears polite. 

But hark ! the chiming Clocks to Dinner call; 
A hundred footſteps ſcrape the marble Hall : 
The rich Buffet well-colour'd Serpeats grace, 
And gaping Tritons ſpew to waſh your face. 

Is this a dinner? this a genial room? 

No, tis a Temple, and a Hecatomb. 

A ſolemn Sacrifice, perform'd in ſtate, 

You drink by meaſure, and to minutes eat. 

So quick retires each flying courſe, you'd ſwear 
Sancho's dread Doctor and his Wand were there. 
Between each Act the trembling falvers ring, 
From ſoup to ſweet-wine, and Gop bleſs the King, 
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In plenty ſtarving, tantaliz'd in ſtate, 
And complaiſantly help'd to all I hate, 
Treated, careſs d, and tir'd, I take my leave, 
Sick of his civil pride from morn to eve; 
I curſe ſuch laviſh coſt, and little ſkill, 
And ſwear no day was ever paſt ſo ill. 
Yet hence the poor are cloath'd, the hungry fed: 
Health to himſclf, and to his infants bread 
The Lab'rer bears: what his hard Heart denies, 
His charitable Vanity ſupplies. 
Another age ſhall ſee the golden Ear 
Imbrown the Slope, and nod on the Parterre, 
Deep harveſts bury all his pride has plann'd, 
And laughing Ceres re- aſſume the land. 
Who then ſhall grace, or who imp v the foil? 
Who plants like Bar nussr, or who builds like BorLr. 
'Tis uſe alone that ſanctiſies Expence, 
And Splendor borrows all her rays from Senſe. 
His Father's Acres who enjoys in peace, 
Or makes his Neighbours glad, if he encreaſe : 
Whoſe chearful Tenants bleſs their yearly toil, 
Yet to their Lord owe more than to the ſoil; 
Whoſe ample lawns are not aſham'd to feed 
The mil+y heifer and deſerving ſteed; 
Whoſe rifing foreſts, not for pride or ſhow, 
But future Building, future Navies, grow : 
Let his plantations ſlretch from down to down, 

Firſt ſhade a Country, and then raiſe a Town. 
You too proceed ! make falling Arts your care, 
rect new wonders, and the old repair; 

- Vol III. K 
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Jones and Palladio to themſelves reſtore, 
And be whate' er Vitruvius was before: 
Till Kings call forth th' Ideas of your mind, 


(Proud to accompliſh what fach hands defign'd,) | 


Bid Harbours open, public Ways extend, 

Bid Temples, worthier of the God, aſcend ; 
Bid the broad arch the dang'rous Flood contain, 
The mole projected break the roring Main; 
Back to his bounds their ſubject ſea command, 
And roll obedient Rivers thro' the Land : 
Theſe Honours, Peace to happy Britain brings, 
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GEE the wild waſte of all devouring years ! 
How Rome her own fad ſepulchre appears, 
Wieh nodding arches, broken temples ſpread! 
The very tombs now vaniſh like their dead ! 
Imperial wonders rais'd on Nations ſpoil'd, | 
Where mix'd with Slaves the groaning Martyr toil'd : 
Huge Theatres. that now unpcopled woods, 
Now drain'd a diſtant country of her floods: 
Fanes which admiring Gods with pride turvey, 
Statues of men, ſcarce leſs alive than they ! 
Some felt the ſilent ſtroke of mouldring age, 
Some hoſtile fury, ſome religious rage. 

Barbarian blindneſs, Chriſtian zeal conſpire, 
And Papal picty, and Gothic fire. 
Perhaps, by its own ruin fav'd from flame, 
Some bury'd marble half preſerves a name; 

That name the learn'd with fierce diſputes purſue, 
And give to Titus old Veſpaſian's due. 
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Ambition ſigh'd: ſhe found it vain to truſt 
The faithleſs column and the crumbling Luſt : 
Huge moles whoſe ſhadow ſtretch'd from ſhore to ſhore, 
Their ruins periſh'd, and their place no more ! 
Convinc'd, ſhe now contracts her vaſt deſign, 
And all her triumphs ſhrink into a Coin. 
A narrow orb each crouded conqueſt keeps, 
Beneath her palm here ſad Judea weeps. 
Now ſcantier limits the proud arch confine, 
And ſcarce are ſcen the proſtrate Nile or Rhine; 
A ſmall Euphrates thro” the piece is roll'd, 
And little Eagles wave their wings in gold. 

The Medal, faithful to its charge of fame, 

Thro' climes and ages bears each form and name: 
In one ſhort view ſubjected to our eye 
Gods, Emperors, Heroes, Sages, Beauties, lie. 
With ſharpen'd fight pale Antiquaries pore, 
Th' inſcription value, but the ruſt adore. 
This the blue varniſh, that the green endears, 
The ſacred ruſt of twice ten hundred years! 
To gain Peſcennius one employs his ſchemes, 
One graſps a Cecrops in extatic dreams. 
Poor Vadius, long with learned ſpleen devour'd, 
Can taſte no pleaſure ſince his ſhicld was ſcour'd ; 
And Curio, reſtleſs by the fair-one's ſide, 
| Sighs for an Otho, and neglects his bride. 
* Theirs is the Vanity, the lcarning thine 2: 
Touch'd by thy hand, again Rome's glorics ſhine; 
Her Gods, and godlike Heroes rife to view, 
And all her faded garlands bloom a-new. 
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Nor bluſh, theſe ſtudies thy regard engage; 
Tl:eſe pleas'd the fathers of poctic rage: 
The verſe and ſculpture bore an equal part, 
And art reflected images to art. 

Oh when ſhall Britain, conſcious of her claim, 
Stand emulous of Greek and Roman fame ? 
In living medals fee her wars enroll'd, | 
And vanquiſh'd realms ſupply recording gold? ? 
Here, riſing bold, the Patriot's honeſt face; 
There, Warriors frowning in hiſtoric bruis: 
Then future ages with dclight ſhall fee 
How Plato's, Bacon's, Newton's looks agree: 
Or in fair ſeries laurel'd Bards be ſhown, 
A Virgil there, and here an Addiſon. 
Then ſhall thy Crxaccs (and let me call him mine) 
On the caſt ore, another Pollio ſhine; 
With aſpect open ſhall erect his head, 
And round the orb in laſting notes be read, 

** Stateſman, yet friend to truth! of ſoul ſincere, 
* In action faithſul, and in honour clear; 
% Who broke no promile, ſerv'd no private end, 
* Who gain'd no title, and who loſt no friend; 
% Ennobled by himſelf, by all approv'd, 
* And prais'd, uncnvy'd, by the Muſe he lov'd.” 
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ADVERTISMENT 
20 
The firſt publication of this Epiſtle. 


Tkis paper is a ſort of bill of complaint, begun 
| many years ſince. and drawn up by ſnatches, as 
the ſeveral occaſions offered. I had no thoughts of pu- 
bliſhing it, till it pleaſed ſome perſons of Rank and 
Fortune [the Authors of Verſes to the Imitator of Ho- 
race and of an Epiſtle to a Doctor of Divinity from a 
Nobleman at Hampton Court] to attack, in a very ex- 
traordinary manner, not only my Writings (of which, 
deing public, the Public is judge) but my Perſon, Mo- 
vals and Family, whereof, to thoſe who know me not, 
a truer information may be requiſite. Being divided 
between the neceſſity to ſay ſomething of myſelf, and 
my own lazineſs to undertake ſo aukward a taſk, 1 
thought it the ſhorteſt way to put the laſt hand to this 
Epiſtle. If it have any thing pleaſing, it will be that 
by which I am moſt deſirous to pleaſe, the Truth and 
te Sentiment; and if any thing offenſive, it will be 
only to thoſe J am leaſt ſorry to offend, the vicious or 
the ungenerous. 

Many will know their own pictures in it, there be- 
ing not a circumſtance but what is true; but I have 
for the moſt part, ſpared their Names, and they may 
eſcape being laughed at, if they pleaſe. 

I would, have ſome of them know, it was owing to 


im ADVERTISEMEN T, 
the requeſt of the learned and candid Friend to whom 
it is inſcribed, that I make not as free uſe of theirs as 


they have done of mine. However, I ſhall have this 
advantage, and honour, on my fide, that whereas, by 


their proceeding, any abuſe may be directed at any 
man, no injury can poſſibly be done by mine, ſincea 


nameleſs character can never be found out, but by its 
truth and likenejs. 


EL LG 
T 0 
Da. ARBUTHNOT, 
BEING THE 
PROLOGUE 
TO THE 
ö 


P.QHUT, ſhut the door, good John ! fatigu'd 1 ſaid, 
Tye up the knocker, ſay I'm ſick, I'm dead. 

| The Dog-ſtar rages! nay tis paſt a doubt, 

All Bedlam, or Parnaſſus is let out: 

Fire in each eye, and papers in each hand, 

They rave, recite, and madden round the land. 
What walls can guard me, or what ſhades can hide? 
They pierce my thickets, thro' my Grot they glide, 
By land, by water. they renew the charge, | 
They ſtop the chariot, and they board the barge. 

No place is ſacred, not the Church is free, 
Even Sunday ſhines no Sabbath-day to me: 
Then from the Mint walks forth the man of was, 
appr. W Juſt at Dinger- time. 
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Is there a Parſon, much be-mus'd in beer, 
A maudling Poeteſs, a rhyming Peer, 
A Clerk, foredoom' d his father's ſoul to croſs, 
Who pens a Stanza. when he ſhould gr,? 
Is there, who lock'd from ink and paper, ſcrau ls 
With deſperate charcoal round his darken'd walls? 
All fly to TWIT NA, and in kumble ſtiain 
Apply to me, to keep them mad or vain. 
Arthur, whoſe giddy fon neglects the Laws, 
Imputes to me and my damn'd works the cauſe : 
Poor Cornus ſecs his frantic wife clope, 
And curſes Wit, and Poctry, and Pope. 
Friend to my Liſe (which did not you prolong, 
The world had wanted many an idle ſong) 
What Drop or A 9jtrum can this plague remove? 
Oi which muſt end me, a tool's wrath or love ? 
A. di e dilemma _. cither way I'm ſped, 
It ioes, they write, if friends, they read me dead. 
Seiz'd and ty d down to judge, how wretched 1! 
Who can't be filent, and who will not lye: 
To laugh, were want of goodneſs and of grace, 
And to be grave, excecds all power of face. 
T fit with fad civility, I read 
With honeſt anguiſh, and an aching head; 
And drop at laſt, but in unwilling cars, 
This ſaving counſel, ** Keep your piece nine years.“ 
Nine years! cries he, who high in Drury-lane, 
Lull'd by ſoft Zephyrs thro' the broken pane, 
Rhymes ere he wakes, and prints before Term ends, 
Oblig'd by hunger, and requeſt of ſriends: 
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«© The piece, you think, is incorrect! why take it, 

11 Im all ſubmiſſion, what you'd have it, make it.” 
Three things another's modeſt wiſhes bound, 

My Friendſhip, and a Prologue. and ten pound. 
Pitholeon ſends to me: You know his Grace, 

« | want a Patron; aſk him for a Place.” 

Pitholeon libell'd me —** but here's a letter 

& Informs you, Sir, twas when he knew no hetter. 

« Dare you refuſe him? Curl invites to dine, 

« He'll write a Journal, or he'll turn Divine.” 
Bleſs me a packet. —** Tis a ſtranger ſues, 


A Virgin Tragedy, an Orphan Muſe.” 


If I diſlike it, Furies, death and rage 

If | approve, ** Commend it to the Stage.” 

| There (thank my ſtars) my whole commiſſion ends, 
The players and [ are, luckily, no friends. 

Fir d that the houſe reject him, *Sd-ath I'll print it, 
„And thame tie fools — Your intꝰ' reſt, Sir with Lintot.“ 


| Lintot, dull rogue! will think your price too much: 


Not, Sir, if you reviſe it, and retouch.” _ 
All my demurs but double his attacks; 
At laſt he whiſpers, Do: and we go ſnacks.” 
Glad of a quarrel, trait I clap the door, 

Sir, let me ſre your works, and you no more. 
| *Tis ſung, when Midas' Ears hegan to ſpring, 


(Mas, a ſacred perſon and a King) 


His very Miniſter who ſpy'd them firſt, 
(Some ſay his Queen) was forc'd 0 ſpeak, or burſt, 
And is not min my friend, a ſorer caſe, 
Wucn every coco. no perks then in my face? 
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A. Good friend forbear! you deal in dangerous thing, 


I'd never name Queens, Miniſters, or Kings; 
Keep cloſe to Ears, and thoſe let aſſes prick, 
Tis uothing—P. Nothing? if they bite and kick? 
Out with it, Duxc1a ! let the ſecret paſs, 
That ſecret to each fool, that he's an Aſs: 
The truth once told (and whereſore ſhould we lie?) 
The Queen of Midas ſlept, and fo may l. 
You think this crucl? take it for a :ule, 
No creature ſmarts ſo little as a fool. 
Let peals of laughter, Codrus ! round thee break, 
Thou unconcern'd can'ſt hear the mighty crack: 
Pit, box, and gall'ry in convulſions huil'd, 
Thou ſtand'ſt unſhook amidſt a burſting world. 
Who ſhames a Scribler ? break one cubweb thro, 
He ſpins the light, ſelf-pleaſing thread anew: 
Deſtroy his fib or ſophiſtry, in vain, 
The creature's at his dirty work again, 
Thron'd on the centre of his thin deſigns, 
Proud of a vaſt extent of flimſy lines 
Whom have I hurt ? has Poet yet, or Peer, 
Loſt the arch'd eye-brow, or Parnefſian ſncer ? 
And has not Colly ſtill his lord, and whore ? 
His butchers Henly, his free-maſons Moor ? 
Does not one table Bavius ſtill admit? 
Still to one Biſhop Philips ſeems a wit ? 
Still Sappho—A. Hold: for God fake—-you'll offend, 
No names—be calm---Jcarn prudence of a friend: 
I too conld write 2nd | am twice a« tall; 
Eut ſocs like thete-—P. One Flatt'icr's worte than al 
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Of all mad creatures, if the learn'd are right, 
It is the flaver kills, and not the bite. 
A fool quite angry is Quite innocent : 
Alas! 'tis ten times worſe when they repent. 

One dedicates in high heroic proſe, 
And ridicules beyond a hundred foes : 
One from all Grubſtreet will my fame defend, 
And more abuſive, calls himſelf my friend. 
This prints my Letters, that expects a biibe, 
And others roar aloud, ** Subſcribe, ſubſcribe.” 

There are, who to my perſon pay their court: 
. I cough like Horace, and, tho' lean, am ſhort, 
Ammon's great ſon one ſhoulder had too high, 
Such Ovid's noſe, and,. Sir ! you have an Eye 
Go on, obliging creatures, make me ſee 
All that diſgrac' d my Betters. met in me. 
Say for my comtort, languiſhing in bed, 
« Juſt ſo immortal Maro held his bead: 
And when I die, be ſure you kt me know 
Great Homer dy'd three thouſand years ago. 
Why did I write? what fin to me u known 
Dipt me in ink, my parents, or my own ? 
As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 
I lifp'd in numbers, for the numbers came. 

1 left no calling for this idle trade, 

No duty broke, no father diſobey d. 
The Muſe but ſerv'd to caſe ſome friend, not Wife, 
To help me thro' this long diſeaſe, my Liſe, 
Jo ſecond, ArxzuTuNOT! thy Art and Care, 
And teach, the being you pictav's, to brat. 
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But why then publiſh ? Granville the polite, 
And knowing Val, would tell me I could write ; 
Well - natur d Garth inflam'd with early praiſe, 
And Congreve lov'd, and Swift endur'd my lays; 
The courtly Talbot, Somers, Sheffield read, 
Even mitred Rocheſter would nod the head, 
And St. Fobn's ſelf (great Dryden's friends before) 
With open arms receiv'd one Poct more, 
Happy my ſtudies, when by theſe approv'd ! 
Happier their Author, when by theſe belov'd ! 


From theſe the world will judge of men and books, 


Not from the Burnets. Oldmixons, and Cooks. 
Soft were my numbers; who could take offence 
While pure deſcription held the place of 1enſ. : 
. .Like gentle Fanny's was my flowery theme, 
A painted miſtreſs, or a purling ſtream. 
Yet then did Gildon draw his venal qui!!; 
1 wiſh'd the man a dinner, and fate ſtill. 
Jet · then did Dennis rave in furious fret; 
I never anſwer d, I was not in debt. 
I want provok d, or madneſs made them print, 
1 wag'd no war with Bedlam or the Mint. 
Did ſome more ſoler Critic come abroad; 
If wrong, I ſmil'd; if right, I kifs'd the rod. 
Pains, reading, ſtudy. are their juſt preter.ce, 
And all they want is ſpirit, taſte, and ſenſe, 
Conma's and points they ſet exactly right, 
And 'twere a fin to rob them of their mite. 
Yet ne'er one ſpritz of lourct gra d theſe ribalds, 
From flailing Bent/cy Gown io pidling Tibuids ; 
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Fu wizlit, who reads not, and but ſcans and ſpells, 
Ea Yord-catcher that lives on ſyllables, 
En tuch {all Critics ſome regard may claim, 
P--terv'd 111 Milton's, or in en, s name. 
P:city in amber to obſei re the torms 
Of hairs, or ſtraws, or dirt, or grubs, or worms! 
Te things we know are neither rich nor race, 
But wonder how the devil they got there. 
Were others angry: I excus'd them too; 
Well might they rage, I gave them but their due. 
A man's true merit tis not hard to find ; 
But each man's ſecret ſtandard in bis mind, 
That Caſting-weight pride adds to emptineſs, 
This who can gratify ? for who can gueſs ? 
The Bard who pilfer d Paſtorals renown, 
Who turns a Perſian tale for half a Crown, 
Juit writes to make his barrenefs appear, 
And ſtrains from hard-bound brains, eight lines a year; 
He, who ſtill wanting, tho' he lives on theft, 
Steals much, ſpends little, yet has nothing left: 
And He, who now to ſenſe, now nonſenſe leaning, 
Means not, but blunders round about a meaning: 
And he, whoſe fuſtian's ſo ſublimely bad, 
It is not poctry, but proſe run mad, 
All theſe, my modeſt Satire bade tranſlate, 
And own'd that nine ſuch pocts made a Tate. 
How did they fume, and ſtampt and roar, and chafe} 
And ſwear, not Appigon himſelf was ſafe. 
Peace to all ſuch ! but were there one whoſe fires 
True Genius kindles, and fair Fame w__— 
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Bleſt with each talent and each art to pleaſe, 

And born to write, converſe, and live with caſe 2 

Should fuch a man, too fond to rule alone, 

Bear, like the 'Turk, no brother near the throne, 

View him with ſcornful, yet with jealous eyes, 

And hate for arts that caus'd himell to riſe; 

Damn with faint praiſe, aſſent with civil leer, 

And without ſneering teach the reſt to ſnwer ; 

Wliling to wound, and yet aſraid to ſt. ice, 

Juſt hint a fault, and heſitate diſlike; 

Alike reſcrv'd to blame, or to commend, 

A tim'rous foe, and a ſuſpicious friend ; 

Dreading even fools, by Flatterers beſieg'd, 

And fo obliging. that he ne et oblig'd ; 

Like Cato, give his little ſenate laws, 

And tit attentive to his own applauſe ; 

While Wits and Templars every ſentence raiſe, 

And wonder with a foolith face of praiſe — 

Wao but muit laugh, if ſuch a man there be? 

Who would not weep, if Arricus were he! 
What tho' my name ſtood rubric on the walls, 

Or plaiſter'd poſts, with claps, in capitals? 

Or ſmoaking forth, a hundred hawkers load, 

On wings of wind came flying all abroad ? 

I ſought no homage from the race that write; 

I kept, like Aſian Monarchs, from their ſight 2 

Poems I heeded now berhym'd fo long) 5 

No more than thou, great Georce a birth- day b 

Ine'er with wits or witlings paſs'd my days, 

To ſpread about the itch of verſe and prailc ; 
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Nor like a puppy, daggled thro' the town. 
To fetch aud carry ſing-ſong up and down; 
Nor at Rehearfals ſweat, and mouth'd, and cry d, 
With handkerchief and orange at my ſide; 
But fick of fops, and poetry and prate, 
To Bufo left the whole Caftalian ſtate. 

Proud as Apollo on his forked hill, 

Sat full- blown Bufo, puff d by every quill.; 1 
Fed with ſoft Dedication all day long, 
Horace and he went hand and hand in ſong. 
His Library (where buſts of Poets dead 
And a true Piadar ſtood without a head) 

eceiv'd of wits an undiſtinguiſh'd race, 
Who firſt his judgment aſk'd, and then a place 
Much they extoll'd his piftures, much his. ſeat, 
And flatter'd every day, and ſome days cat : 
Till grown more frugal in his riper days. 
He paid ſome bards with port, and forac with prailc, 
To ſome a dry rehearſal was aſſign'd. 
And others (harder till) he paid in kind. 
Dryden alone (what wonder ?) came not. nigh, g 
Dryden alone eſcap'd this judging eye : 
But ſtill the Great have kindneis in reſe ve, 
He help'd to bury whom he help'd to ſtarve. 

May ſome choice patron bleſs each gray gooſe ! 
May every Bavivs have his Buße ſtill! | : 
80 when a Stateſmar wants a day's defence, 

Or Envy holds a whole week's war with enſe, 

Or ſimple pride for flattery makes demand., 

May dunce by dunce be whiſtled off my bands! | 
L 3 
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Bleſt be the Great! for thoſe they take away, 

And thoſe they left me; for they left me Gar; 

Left me to ſee neglected Genius bloom, 

Neglected die, and tell it on his tomb: 

Of all thy blameleſs life the ſole return 

My verſe, and Qotenss'ry weeping o'cr thy urn? 
Oh let me live my own, and die ſo too! 

(To live and dic is all I hate to do:) 

Maintain a Poct's dignity and eaſe, 


And ſee what friends, and read what books I pleaſe 2 


Above a Patron, tho' I condeſcend | 
Sometimes to call a Miniſter my friend. 

I was not born for courts or great affairs; 

I pay my debts, believe, and ſay my prayers; 
Can ſleep without a Poem in my head, 

Nor know, if Dennis be alive or dead. 

Why am I aſk'd what next ſhall fee the light? 
Heavens! was I born 205 nothing but to write ? 
Has Life no jovs for me? or (to be grave) 

Have I no fricnd to ſerve, no foul to fave ? 

* 1 found him cloſe with Swift---Indecd? no doubt 
* (Cries prating Ba/*us) ſomething will come out. 
"Tis all in vain, deny it as I will. 

% No ſuch a genius never can lie till; 

And then for mine obligingly miſtakes 

The firſt Lampoon Sir Vill. or Bubo makes. 

Poor guiltleſs I! and can I chuſe but ſmile, 

When every Coxcomb knows me by my Style? 

Curſt be the verſe, how well ſoc'er it flow, 
Trat tende to make one worthy man my foe, 
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1 Give Virtue ſandal, Innocence a frar, 


Or from the ſoft-ey d Virgin ſtcal a tear! 

But he who hurts a harmleſs neighbour's peace, 
Inſults fallen Worth, or Beauty in diſtreſs, | 
| Who loves a Lye, lame flander helps about, 
Who writes a Lidel, or who copies out: 

That fop, whoſe pride affects a patron's name, 
Yet abſent, wounds an author's honeſt fame: 


| Who can 5 merit ſe/3/b!y approve, 


And ſhow the ſeaſe of it without the love; 
Who has the vanity to call you friend, 

Yet wants the honour, iniur'd, to defend: 

| Wh» tells whate'er you think, whate'er you ſay, 
And, if he lye not, muſt at leaſt betray : 


3} Who to the Dean, and /i/ver hell can ſwear, 


And {es at Cannons what was never there; 
Who reads, but with a luſt to miſappl, 
Make Satire a Lampoon, and Fiction Lye, 
A laſh like mine no honcſt man thall dread, 
But all tuch babbling blocklioads in his ſtcad. 
Let S»orus tremble—-A. What ? chat thing of ſilk, 
Sogrus, that mere white curd of Aſs's milk? 
Se tire or\ſeale, alas! can Sporus fecl? 
Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel ? 
P. Yet Ict me flap this bug with gilded wings, 
I This painted child of dirt, that ſtinks and ſtings; 
Whoſe buzz the witty and the fair annoys, 
| Yet wit ne'er taſtes, and beauty ne'er enjoys: 
So well-bred ſpaniels civilly delight 
in mumbling of the game they dare not bite. 
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Eternal ſmiles his emptineſs betray, 
As ſhallow ſtreams run dimpling all the way, 
Whether in florid impotence he ſpeaks, 

And, as the prompter breathes, W 
Or at the ear of Eve, familiar Toad, 

Half froth, half venom, ſpits himſelf abroad, 

In puns, or politics, or tales, or lies, 

Or ſpite, or ſmut, or rkymes, or blaſphemies. 

His wit all ſce-ſaw, between that and this, 5 


— — 


Now high, now low, now maſter up, now miſs, 
And he himſelf one vile Antitheſis. 
Amphibious thing! th * Qing either part, 

. The trifling head, or + corrupted heart, | | 
Fop at the toilet, flat cer at the board, - 
Now trips a Lady, and now ſtruts a Lord. | 
Eve's temper thus the Rabbins have cxprcſt, 

A Cherub's face, a reptile all the reſt. : 
Beauty that ſhocks you, parts that none will truſt, 
Wit that can creep, and Pride that licks the duſt. 
Not Fortune's worſhipper, nor Faſhion's fool, 
Not Lucre's madman, nor Ambition's tool, 
Not proud, nor ſervile; be one Poet's praiſe, | 
That, if he pleas'd, he pleas'd by manly ways: 1 

That Flattery, even to Kings, he held a ſhame, , 

And thought a lie in verſe or proſe the ſame, | 

That not in Fancy's maze he wander'd long, | 

But ſtoop'd to Truth, and moraliz'd his ſong : | 

That not for Fame, but Virtue's better end, 

He ſtood the furious foe, the timid friend, 

The damning critic, half-approving wit, 

The coxcomb hit, or fearing to be hit; 


|  TOTHESATIRES. „ 345%. 125 
Lavgh'd at the loſs of friends he never had, 

The dull , the proud, the wicked, and the mad; 

The diſtant threats of vengeance on his head, 

The blow unfelt, the tear he never ſhed; 

The tale reviv'd, the lye fo oft o'erthrown, 

Th' imputed traſh, and dulneſs not his own ; 

The morals blacken'd when the writings ſcape, 

The libel'd perſon, and the pictur d ſhape ; 

'Abuſe, on all he lov'd, or lov'd him, ſpread, 

A friend in exile, or a father dead; 

The whiſper, that to greatneſs ſtill too near, 

Perhaps, yet vibrates on his Sov'ag1GN's ear 

Welcome for thee, fair Virtue | all the paſt : 

For thee, fair Virtue ! welcome even the /aj? / 

A. But why inſult tho poor, affront the great ? 
P. A knave's a knave, to me, in every ſtate; 
Alike my ſcorn, if he ſu-ceed or fail, 
$p.rus at court, or Faphet in a jail, 

A hireling ſcribbler, or a hircling peer, 
K11ight of the poſt corrupt, or of the ſhire; 
It on a pillory, or near a Throne, 

He gain his Prince's car, or loſe his own. 

Yet ſoft by nature, mote a dupe than wit, 
Sappho can tell you how this man was bit: 

This dreaded Sat'riſt Deunis will confeſs 

Foe to his pride, but friend to his diſtreſs : 

So humble, he has knock'd at Tibbald's door, 

Has drunk with Cibber, nay has rhym'd for Moor, 
Full t.n years flander'd, did he once reply? 

Three thouſand ſuns went down on Helſted's lye. 
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To pleaſe a Miſtreſs one aſpers d his life; 

He laſh'd him not, but let her be his wife: 

Let Budgel charge low Grubſtreet on his quill, 
And write whate'er he pleas'd, except his Will; 
Let the two Curls of town and court, abuſe 
His father, mother, body, ſoul, and mule. 
Yet why? that Father held it tor a rule, 

It was a fin to call our neighbour fool: 
That harmleſs Mother thought no wife a whore: 
Hear this, and fpare his family, James Moore! 
Unſpotted names, and memorable long! 

If there be force in Virtue, or in Song. 

Of gentle blood (part ſhed in Honuur's cauſe, 
While yet in Br tain Honour had applauſe) | 
Zach parent ſprung---A. What fortune, pray 
| P. Their own 
And better got, than Beſtia's from the throne. 
Born to no Pride, inheriting no ſtrife, 

Nor marrying Diſcord in a noble wife, 
Stranger to civil and religious rage, 

The good man walk'd innoxious thro' his age. 
No Courts he ſaw, no ſuits would ever try, 
Nor dar'd an Oath, nor hazarded a Lye. 
Unlcarn'd, he knew no ſchoolman's ſubtile art, 
No language, but the language of the heart. 
By Nature honeſt, by Experience wiſe, 
Healthy by temperance, and by exerciſe ; 
His life, tho” long, to ſickneſs paſt unknown, 
His death was inſtant, and without a groan. 
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Jo gent me, thus to live, and thus to die! 


Who ſprung from kings ſhall know leſs joy than I, 
O Friend ! may each domeſtic bleſs be thine ! 

de no unpleaſing Melancholy mine: 

| Me, let the tender office long engage, 

| To rock the cradle of repoſing Age, 

With lenient arts extend a mother's breath, 
| Make Languor ſmile, and ſmooth the bed of Death, 
Explore the thought, explain the aſking eye, 

And keep a while one parent from the (ky! 


On cares like theſe if length of days attend, 
| May heav'n, to bleſs thoſe days, preſerve my friend, 
Preſerve him ſocial, chearful, and ſerene, 

lud juſt as rich as when he ſerv'd a Quern. 
A. Whether that ble ſſing be deny'd or giv'n, 

| Thas far was right, the reſt belongs to Heav's. 
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ADVERTISEMEN I. 


| THE occaſion of publiſhing theſe Imitations was the 

Clamour rais'd on ſome of my Epiſtles. An An- 
ſwer from Hcrace was both more full, and of more Dig- 
nity, than any I could have made in my own perſon; 
and the Example of much greater Freedom in ſo emi- 
nent a Divine as Dr. Donne, ſcem'd a proof with what 
indignation and contempt a Chriſtian may treat Vice 
or Folly, in ever ſo low, or ever ſo high a Station. 
Both theſe authors were acceptable to the Princes and 
Miniſters under whom they lived. The Satires of Dr. 
Donne | verſified, at the deſire of the Earl of Oxford 
while he was Lord Treaſurer, and of the Duke of 
Shrewſbury, who had been Secretary of State; neither 
ot whom look'd upon a Satire on Vicious Courts as any 
Reflection on thoſe they ſerv'd in. And indeed there 
is not in the world a greater error, than that which 
Fools are ſo apt to fall into, and Knaves with good 
reaſon to encourage, the miſtaking a Satyriſt for a Li- 
beller ; whereas to a true Satyriſt nothing is ſo odious 
as a Libeller, for the ſame reaſon as to a man truly vir- 
iuous nothing is fo hateful as a Hypocrite. 


Uni acquus Virtuti atque ejus Amicis: 
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P. "PT HERE are (I ſcarce can think it, but am told) 
There are, to whom my Satire ſeems too bold: 
Scarce to wiſe Peter complaiſant enough, 
And ſomething ſaid of Chartres much too rough. 
The lines are weak, another's pleas'd to ſay, 
Lord Fanny ſpins a thouſand ſuch a day. 
Tim'rous by nature, of the rich in awe, 
I come to council learned in the Law: 
You'll give me, like a friend both ſage and free, 
Advice; and (as you uſe) without 2 Fee. 
F. I'd write no more. 3 
P. Not write? but then I think, 
And for my ſoul 1 eannot ſleep a Wink. 
nod in company, I wake at night, 
Fools ruſh iato my head, and fo I write. 
F. You could not do a worſe thing for your life. 
Why, if the nights ſeem tedicus—take a wife: 
Or rather truly, if your point be teſt, 
Lettuce and cowſlip-wine; Prabatum ef. 
But talk with Celſus, Cclſus will adriilc 
Hartſnorn, or ſomething that ſhall clote your eyes, 
Or, if you necds muſt write, write Caxsak's Praiſe, 
You'll gain at leaſt a Knizhiboed, or the Leys. 
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P. What? like Sir Richard, rumbling, rough, and 
herce, (verſe, 
With Anus and Grokor and Bxunswick crowd the 
Rend with tremendous ſound your ears aſunder, 
With Gun, Drum, Trumpet, Blunderbuſs and Thun- 


Or nobly wild, with Budgel's fire and force, (der? 


Paint angels trembling round his falling Horſe ? 

F. Then all your muſe's ſofter art diſplay, 
Let CanoLina ſmooth the tuneful lay, 

Lull with AuLIA's liquid name the Niae, 
And ſweetly flow thro' all the Royal Line. 

P. Alas! few verſes touch their nicer car; 
They ſcarce can bear their Laureate twice a year; 
And juſtly Cazsax ſcorns the Poet's lays, 

It is to Hiſtory he truſts for Praiſe. | 

F. Better be Cibber, I'll maintain it ſtill, 
Than ridicule all taſte, blaſpheme Quadrille, 
| Abuſe the City's beſt good men in metre, 

And laugh at peers that put their truſt in Peter. 
Ew'n thoſe you tonch not, hate you. 
P. What ſhouldail them? 

F. A hundred ſmart in Timon and in Balaam: 
The fewer ſtill you name, you wound the more; 
Bond is but one, but Harpax is a ſcore. =, 

P. Each mortal has his pleaſure: none deny 
Scarſdale his Bottle, Darty bis Ham-pye ; 
Ridotta ſips and dances, till ſhe ſee 
The doubling Luſtres dance as faſt as ſhe ; 
F—loves the Senate, Hockley-hole his brother, 
Like in all ec, a5 one tt to another, | 
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| love to pour out all myſelf, as plain 


As downright Surieezx, or as old Montagne : 
In them, as certain to be lov'd as ſeen, 


| The Soul ſtood forth, nor kept a thought within : 
In me what ſpots (for ſpots I have) appear, 


Will prove at leaſt the Medium muſt be clear. 
In this impartial glaſs, my Muſe intends | 
Fair to expoſe myſelf, my foes, my friends; 


| Publiſh the preſent age, but where my text 


k Vice too high, reſerve it for the next 

My foes ſhall wiſh my life a longer date, 

And ev'ry friend the lefs lament my fate.. 

My head and heart thus flowing thro' my quill, 

Verſe-man or Proſe-man, term me which you will, 

Papiſt ot Proteſtant, or both between, 

Like good Eraſmus in an honeſt mean, 

In moderation placing all my glory, 

While Tories call me Whig, and Whigs a Tory. 
Satire's my weapon, but am too diſcreet 

To run a muck, and tilt at all I meet; 


. Tonly wear it in a land of Hectors, 


Thieves, Supercargors, Sharpers and Directors. 
dave but our Army] and let Jove ineruſt 
Swords, pikes, and guns, with everlaſting ruſt! 
Peace is my dear delight —not FLTUAr's more: 
But touch me, and no miniſter ſo ſore. 


Whor'er offends, at ſome unlucky time 


Slides into verſe, and hitches in a rhyme, 
Sacred to Ridicule his whole life long, 
And the fad burthen of ſome merry ſong. 
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Slander or Poiſon dread from Delia's rage, 

Hard words or hanging, if your judge be Page. 
From furious Sappho ſcarce a milder fate, 

P-x'd by her love, or libell'd by her hate. 

Its proper pow'r to hurt, each creature feels; 

Bulls aim their horns, and A ſſes lift their heels; 
Tis a bear's talent not to kick, but hug; 

And no man wonders he's not ſtung by Pug. 

So drink with Walters, or with Chartres cat, 
They'll never poiſon you, they'll only cheat, 

Then, learned Sir? (to cut the matter ſhort) 

Whate'cr my fate, or well or ill at Court, 
Whether old age, with faint but chearful ray, 
Attends to gild the Ev'ning of my Cay, 

Or death's black wing already be diſplay'd, 

To wrap me in the univerſal ſhade; | 
Vhether the darken'd room to muſe invite, 

Or whiten'd wall provoke the {kew'r to write : 

In durance, exile, Bedlam, or the Mint, 

Like Lee or Budgell, I wiil rhyme and print. 

F. Alas young man ! your days can ne'cr be long, 
In flow'r of Age you periſh for a ſong |! 

Flums and Directors, Shylock and his wiſe, 

Will club their Teſters, now, to take your life ! 


P. What? arm'd for virtue when I point the pen, 


Brand the bold front of ſhameleſs guilty men; 
Daſh the proud Gameſter in his gilded Car; 

Bare the mean Heart that lurks beneath a Star ; 
Can there be wanting, to defend Her cauſe, 
Lights of the Church, or Guardians of the Laws ; 
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Could penſion'd Boileau laſh in honeſt ſtrain 
Flatt'rers and Bigots ev'n in Louis' reign ? 

Could Laureate Dryden pimp and fry'r engage, 
Yet neither Charles nor James be in a rage ? 

And I not ſtrip the gilding of a Knave, 

Unplac'd, unpenſion d, no man's heir, or ſlave ? 
1 will, or periſh in the gen'rous cauſe : 

Hear this and tremble! you, who *ſcape the Laws. 
Yes, while I live, no rich or noble knave 

Shall walk the world, in credit to his grave. 

To Via ru ONLY and KHER FRIENDS A FRIEND, 
The world beſide may murmur, or commend. 
| Know, all the diſtant din that world can keep, 
Rolls o'er my Grotto, and but ſooths my ſleep. 
There, my retreat the beſt Companions grace, 
Chiefs out of war, and ſtateſmen out of place. 
There ST. Joan mingles with my friendly bowl 
| The Feaſt of Reaſon and the Flow of foul : 

And Hz, whoie lightning pierc'd th' Iberian Lines, 
Now forms my Quincunx, and now ranks my vines, 
Or tames the Genius of the ſtubbora plain, 


| | Almoſt as quickly as he conquer'd Spain. 


Enr'y muſt own, I live among the Great, 
No pimp of pleaſure, and no ſpy of ſtate, 
With eyes that pry not, tongue that ne'er repeats, 
Fond to ſpread friendſhips, but to cover heats ; 
To help who want, to forward who excell ; 
This. all who know me, know; who love me, tell;, 
And who unknown defame me, let them be 
Scribblers or Peers, alike are Mob to me. 
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This is my Plea, on this I rcit my cauſe 
What faith mv council, learned 1n the lews ? 

F. Your pici is good; but ill 1 foy, be ware! 
Laws are explain'd by men---fo have a care--- 
It ſtands on record, that in Richard's times 
A man was hang'd for very honeſt rhymes ; 
Conſult the Statute, gust. I think, it is, 
Edward: ſext. or prim. et cnt. Eliz. 

See Libels, Satires—here you have it read. 

P. Libe!s and Satires!“ lawleſs things indeed! 
But grave Epift/es, bringing Vice to light, 
Such as a King might read, a Biſhop write, 
Such as Sir RoycxT would approve--- 

| | F. Indeed? 
The caſe is alter d - you may then proceed ; 
In ſuch a caſe the plaintiff will be hiſs'd, 


My Lords the judges laugh, and you're diſmiſs'd, 


— 
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HAT, and how great, the Virtue and the Art 

To live on little with a chearful heart ; 
(A doctrine ſage, but truly none of mine) 
Let's talk, my friends, but talk before we dine. 
Not when a gilt Buffet's reflected pride 
Turns you from ſound Philoſophy aſide ; 
| Not when from plate to plate your eye-balls roll, 
| And the brain dances to the mantling bowl. 

Hear BeruezL's Sermon, one not vers'd in ſchools, 
\ But ſtrong in ſenſe, and wiſe without the rules. 

Go work hunt, exerciſe ! (he thus began) 
Then ſcorn a homely dinner, if you can. 
Your win lock'd up, your Butler ſtroll'd abroad, 
Or hih deny d (the river yet unthaw'd) 
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If then plain bread and milk will do the feat, 
The pleaſure lies in you, and not the meat. 
Preach as I pleaſe, 1 doubt our curious men 
Will chuſe a pheaſant ſtill before a hen; 
Yet hens of Guinea full as good I hold, 
Except you eat the feathers green and gold. 
Of carps and mullets why prefer the great, 
(Tho' cut in pieces ere my lord can eat) 
Yet for ſmall Turbots ſuch eſteem profeſs ? 
Becauſe Gop made theſe large, the other leſs. 
Oldficld with more than Harpy throat endu'd, 


Cries * Send me, Gods! a whole Hog bardecu's 


Oh blaſt it, South-winds ! till a ſtench exhale 
Rank as the ripeneſs of a rabbit's tail. 

By what Criterion do you eat, d'ye think, 

If this is priz'd for ſweetneſs, that for ſtink ? 
When the tir'd glutton labours thro' a treat, 
He finds no reliſh in the ſweeteſt meat, 

He calls for ſomething bitter, ſomething ſour, 
And the rich feaſt concludes extremely poor: 
Cheap eggs, and herbs, and olives ſtill we ſee; 
Thus much is left of old Simplicity! 

The Robin-red-breaſt till of late had reſt, 
And children facred held a Martin's neſt, 
Till Becca-ficos fold fo dev'liſh dear 

To one that was. or would have been, a Peer. 
Let me extol a Cat, on oiſters fed, 

Tl have a Party at the Bedford-head; 

Or ev'n to crack live Crawfiſh recommend; 
I'd never doubt at Court to make a Friend. 
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"Tis yet in vain, I own, to keep a pother. 

About one vice, and fall into the other: 

Between Exceſs and Famine lies a mean ; | 

Plain, but not ſordid ; tho' not ſplendid, clean. 
Avidien, or his Wife (no matter which, 

For him you'll call a dog, and her a bitch) 

Sell their preſented partridges, and fruits, 


And humbly live on rabbits and on roots: 


One half - pint bottle ſerves them both to dine, 

And is at once their vinegar and wine. 5 

But on ſome lucky day (as when they found 

A loſt Bank bill, or heard their fon was drown'd) 

At ſuch a feaſt, old vinegar to ſpare, Sao 

Is what two ſouls ſo gen'rous cannot bear : 

Oil, tho? it ſtink, they drop by drop impart, 

But ſowſe the cabbage with a bountecous heart. 
He knows to live, who keeps the middle ſlate, 

And neither leans on this fide, nor on that ; 

Nor ſtops, for one bad cork, his butler's pay, 

Swears, like Albutius, a good cook away ; 

Nor lets, like Naevius, ev'ry error paſs, 

The muſty wine, foul cloth, or greaſy glaſs. 
Now hear what bleſſings Temperance can bring: 

(Thus ſaid our friend, and what he faid I ſing) 

Firſt Health : The Gamark (conn from ov'ry off, 
A tomb of bcil'd and roaſt, and fleſh and fiſh, 

Where bile, and wind, and phlegm, and acid jar, 

And all the man is one inteſtine war) 

Remembers of the School-boy's ſimple fare, 


The temp rate fleeps, and ſpirits light as air, 
Vor. III. 5 
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How pale, each Worſhipful and Rev'rend gueſt 
' Riſe from a Clergy, or a City feaſt! 

What life in all that ample body, ſay ? 
What heav'nly particle inſpires the clay ? 
The Soul ſubſides, and wickedly inclines 
To ſeem but mortal, ev'n in ſound Divines. 

On morning wings how active ſprings the Mind 

That leaves the load of yeſterday behind ? 

How eaſy ev'ry labour it purſues ? 

How coming to the Poet ev'fy Muſe ? 

Not but we may excced, ſome holy time, 

Or tir'd in ſearch of Truth, or ſearch of Rhyme; 
Ill health ſome juſt indulgence may engage; 
And more the ſickneſs of long life, Old age; 
For fainting Age what cordial drop remains, 

If our intemp'rate Youth the veſſel drains ? 

Our fathers prais d rank ven ſon. You ſuppoſe, 
Perhaps, young men! our fathers had no noſe. 
Not ſo: a Buck was then a week's repaſt, 

And 'twas their point, I ween, to make it haſt; 
More pleas'd to keep it till their friends could come, 
Than eat the ſweeteſt by themſelves at home. 
Why had not I in theſe good times my birth, 
Ere coxcomb pyes or coxcombs were on earth? 

Unworthy he, the voice of Fame to hear, 
That ſweeteſt muſic to an honeſt ear; 

(For faith, Lord Fanny! you are in the wrong, 
The world's good word is better than a ſong) 
Who has not learn'd, freſh ſturgeon and bare 
* for want, and inſamy! 
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When Luxury has lick'd up all thy pelf, | 
Curs d by thy neighbours, thy truſtees, thyſelf, 

To friends, to fortune, to mankind a ſhame, 

Think how poſterity will treat thy name; 

And buy a rope, that future times may tell 

Thou haſt at leaſt beſtow'd one penny well. | 
Right, cries his Lordſhip, for a rogue in necd 
« To have a taſte is inſolence indeed: 

«© In me tis Þble, ſuits my birth and ſtate, 

% My wealth unwieldy, and my heap too great.“ 
Then, like the Sun, let Bounty ſpread ber ray, 
And ſhine that ſuperfluity away. 


| Oh Impudence of wealth! with all thy tore, 


How dar'ſt thou let one worthy man be poor? 
Shall half the new-built churches round thee fall? 
Make Keys, build Bridges, or repair Whitc-hall : 
Or to thy Country let that heap be leut, | 
As M—0's was, but not at five per cent. 

Who thinks that fortune cannot change her mind, 


| Prepares a dreadful jeſt for all mankind. 


And who ſtands ſafeſt ? tell me, is it he 

That ſpreads and ſwells in puff d Proſperity, 

In peace provides fit arms againſt a war ? 

Thus BeTuzz ſpoke, who always ſpeaks his thought, 
And always thinks the very thing be ought ; 

His equal mind I copy what I can, 

And as I love, would imitate the Man. 

In South-ſca days not happier, when furmis'd 

The Lord of thouſands, than if now Exciz'd ; 


TY 
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In foreſt planted by a Father's hand, 
Than in five acres now of rented land. 
Content with little I can piddle here 
On brocoli and mutton, round the year; 
But ancient friends (tho' poor, or out of play) 
That touch my bell, I cannot turn away. 
Tis true, no Turbots dignify my boards, 
But gudgeons, flounders, what my Thames affords : 
To Hounſlow-heath I point and Banſted-down, 
Thence comes your mutton, and theſe chicks my own: 
Frem yon old walnut-tree a ſhow'r ſhall fall; 
And grapes, long ling'ring on my only wall, 
And figs from ſtandard and eſpalier join; 
The dev'l is in you if you cannot dine: 
Then chearful healths (your Miſtreſs ſhall have place) 
And, what's more rare, a Poet ſhall ſay Grace. 

Fortune not much of humbliag me can boaſt: 
Tho' double tax d, how little have I loſt! 
My life's amuſements have been juſt the ſame, 
Before, and after Standing Armies came. 
My lands are fold, my father's houſe is gonc; 
PU hire another's; is not that my own, 
And your's, my friends? thro' whoſe free-op'ning gate 
None comes too early, none departs too late; 
(For I, who hold fage Homer's rule the beſt, 
Welcome the coming, ſpeed the going gueſt.) 
% Pray heav'n it laſt! (cries SwirT !) as you go on; 
« 1 wiſh to God this houſe had been your own : 
«* Pity! to build, without a ſon or wife; 
« Why, you'll enjoy it only all your life.” 

| + 
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Well, if the uſe be mine, can it concern one, 
Whether the name belong to Pope or Vernon? 
What's Property ? dear Swift you ſee it alter 
From you to me, from me to Peter Walter; 
Or, in a mortage, prove a Lawyer's ſhare ;. 
Or, in a jointure, vaniſh from the heir; 
Or in pure equity (the caſe not clear) 
The Chanc'ry takes your rents for twenty year: 
At beſt it falls to ſome ungracious ſon. 
Who cries, © my father's damn d, and all's my own.” 
Shades, that to Bacon could retreat afford, 
Become the portion of a booby Lord; 
And Hemſley, once proud Buckingham's delight, 
| Slides to a Scriv'ner or a city Knight. 

Let lands and houſes have what lords they will, 
Let us be fix'd, and our own maſters (till. 


N 3 


THE 
FIRST EPISTLE 
oF THE: 
FIRST BOOK 
b_— 
HORACE 
To L. BOLINGBROK E. 
8. Jonn, whoſe love indulg'd my labours paſt, 
Matures my preſent, and ſhall bound my laſt?! 
Why will you break the Sabbath of my days? 


Now ſick alike of Envy and of of Praiſc. 
Public too long, ah let me hide my Age ! 


| See modeſt Cibber now has left the Stage: 


Our Gen'rals now, retir'd to their Eſtates, 

Hang their old Trophies o'er the Garden gates, 

In Life's cool Ev'ning ſatiate of Applauſe, 

Nor fond of bleeding, ev'n in Bxunswicx's cauſe, 
A voice there is, that whiſpers in my ear, 


| ('Tis Reaſon's voice, which ſometimes one can hear) 
Friend Pope! be prudent, let your Muſe take breath 
| * And never gallop Pegaſus to death; 
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« Leſt ſtiff, and ſtately, void of fire or force, 


« You limp, like Blackmore on a Lord Mayor's horſe,” 


Farewell then Verſe, and Love, and ev'ry Toy, 
The Rhymes and Rattles of the Man or Boy ; 
What right, what true, what fit we juſtly call, 
Let this be all my care—for this is All: 

To lay this harveſt vp, and hoard with haſte, 
What ev'ry day will want, and moſt, the laſt. 

But aſk not, to what Doctors I apply? 

Sworn to no Maſter, of no Set am I: 

As drives the ſtorm, at any door I knock : 

And houſe with Montagne now, or now with — 
Sometimes a Patriot, active in debate, 

Mix with the World, and battle for the State, 

Free as young Lyttleton, her cauſe purſue, 

Still true to Virtue, and as warm as true: 
Sometimes with Ariſtippus, or St. Paul, 

Indulge my candor, and grow all to all; 

Back to my native Moderation flide, 

And win my way by yielding to the tide. 
Long, as to him who works for debt, the day, 
Long as the Night to her whoſe Love's au ay, 
Long as the Year's dull circle ſeems to run, 
When the briſk Minor pants for twenty-one : 

So flow th' unprofitable moments roll, 

That lock up all the Functions of my ſoul; 
That keep me from myſelf; and ſtill delay 
Life's inſtant buſineſs to a future day : 
That taſk, which as we follow, or deſpiſe, 
The eldeſt is a fool, the youngeſt wiſe : 
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Which done, the pooreſt can no wants endure; 

And which not done, the richeſt muſt be poor. 
Late as it is, I put myſelf to ſchool, 

And feel ſome comfort, not to be a fool. 

Weak tho' I am of limb, and ſhort of ſight, 

Far from a Lynx, and not a Giant quite; 

ru do what Mead and Cheſelden adviſe, 

To keep theſe limbs, and to preſerve theſe eyes. 

Not to go back, is ſomewhat to advance, 

And men muſt walk at leaſt before they dance. 

| Say, does thy blood rebel, thy boſom move 
With wretched Arv'rice, or as wretched Love? 

| Know, there are Words, and Spells, which can control 

Between the Fits this Fever of the ſoul : 

Know, there are Rhymes, which freſh and freſh apply d 

Will cure the arrant'ſt Puppy of his Pride. 

Be furious, envious, lochful, mad, or drunk, 

Slave to a Wife, or Vaſſal to a Punk, 

A Switz, a High-dutch, or a Low- dutch Bear; 

All that we aſk is but a patient Ear. 

_ *Tis the firſt Virtue, Vices to abhor ; 

And the firſt Wiſdom, to be Fool no more. 

But to the world no bugbear is fo great, 

As want of figure, and a ſmall Eſtate. 

To either India ſee the Merchant fly, 

Scar d at the ſpectre of pale Poverty 

der him, with pains of body, pangs of ſoul, 

Burn thro' the Tropic, freeze beneath the Pole! 

Wilt thou do nothing for a nobler end, 

Nothing, to make Philoſophy thy friend ? 
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Jo ſtop thy fooliſh views, thy long deſires, 

And caſe thy heart of all that it admires? 

Here, Wiſdom calls: Seek Virtue firſt, be bold! 
« As Gold to Silver, Virtue is to Gold.” 

There, London's voice, Get Money, Money till! 
* And then let Virtue follow, if the will.“ 

This, this the ſaving doctrine, preach'd to all, 
From low St. James's up to bigh St. Paul; 

From him whoſe quill ſtands quiver'd at his car, 
To him who notches ſticks at Weſtminſter. 

Barnard in ſpirit, ſenſe, and truth abounds; 
* Pray then, what wants he? Fourſcore thouſand 
A penſion, or ſuch Harneſs for a ſlave [pounds 
As Bug now has, and Dorimant would have. 
Barnard, thou art a Cit, with all thy worth; 

But Bug and D—1, Their Honours, and ſo forth. 

Yet ev'ry child another ſong will ſing, 

* Virtue, brave boys! 'tis Virtue makes a King. 
True, conſcious Honour is to feel no ſin, 
He's arm'd without that's innocent within; 

Be this thy Screen, and this thy Wall of Braſs; 
Compar'd to this a Miniſter's an Afs. 

And fay, to which ſhall our applauſe belong, 
This new Court-jargon, or the good old ſong ? 
The modern language of corrupted Peers, 

Or what was ſpoke at Cxzssy and PoiT1ERs ? 

Who councils beſt ? who whiſpers, ** Be but great, 
„With Praiſe or Infamy leave that to fate ; | 
* Get Place and Wealth, if poſſible, with grace; 
4 If not, by any means get Wealth and Place. 


— 
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For what? to have a box where Eunuchs ſing, 
And foremoſt in the Circle eye a King. 
Or he, who bids thee face with ſteady view ; 


Proud Fortune, and look ſhallow Greatneſs thro': 
And, while he bids thee, ſets th' Example too ? 
If fuch a Doctrine, in St. James's air, 
Shou'd chance to make the well-dreſt Rabble ſtare; 
In honeſt S—z take ſcandal at a Spark, 
That lefs admires the Palace than the Park : 
Faith I ſhall give the anſwer Reynard gave: 
« ] cannot like, dread Sir, your Royal Cave: 
« Becauſe I ſee, by all the tracts about, 
Full many a Beaſt goes in, but none comes out. 
Adieu to Virtne, if vou're onec a Slave: 
Send her to Court, you ferrd her to her grave. 
Wall, if the King's a Lion, at the kaſt 
The People are a many-headed Beaſt : 
| Can they direct what meaſures to purſue, 
Who know themſelves fo little what to do? 
| Alike in nothing but one Luſt of Gold, 
Juſt half the land would buy, and half be fold : 
Their Country's wealth our mightier Miſers drain, 
Or croſs, to plunder Provinces, the Main ; 
The reſt, ſome farm the Poor-box, ſome the Pews ; 
dome keep Aſſemblies, and would keep the Stews ; 
Some with fat Bucks on childleſs dotards fawn ; 
Some win rich Widows by their Chine and Braun; 
nile with the ſilent growth of ten per cent, 
la dirt and darkneſs, hundreds tink content. 
Of all theſe ways, if each purſues his own, 
| Satire, be kind, and Lt the wretch alone: 
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But ſhew me one who has it in his pow'r 

To act conſiſtent with himſelf an hour. | 

Sir Job ſail'd forth, the ev'ning bright and ſtill, 

4. No place on earth (he cry d) like Greenwich hill f 

Up ſtarts a Palace, lo th' obedient baſe 

Slopes at its foot, the woods its ſides embrace, 

The ſilver Thames reflects its marble face. 

Now let ſome whimſey, or that Dev'l within 

Which guides all thoſe who know not what they 
mean, | ET, 2 

But give the Knight (or give his Lady) ſpleen; 

% Away, away | take all your ſcaffolds down, 


« For Snug's the word: My dear! we'll live in Town,” | 


At am'rous Flavio is the ſtocking thrown ? 
That very night he longs to ly alone. | 
The Fool, whoſe Wife clopes ſome thrice a quarter, 
For matrimonial ſolace dies a martyr. 


Transform themſelves ſo ſtrangely as the Rich? 
Well, but the Poor—The Poor have the ſame itch; 
They change their weekly Barber, weekly News, 
Prefer a new Japanner, to their ſhoes, 
Diſcharge their Garrets, move their beds, and run 
(They know not whither) in a Chaiſe and one; 
They hire their ſculler, and when once aboard, 
Grow ſi«k, and damn the climate— like a Lord. 
You laugh, half Beau, half Sloven if I ſtand, 
My wig all powder, and all ſnuff my band; 
You laugh, if coat and breeches ſtrangely vary, 
White gloves, and linen worthy Lady Mary! 


«a 
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But when no Prelate's Lawn with hair-ſhirt lin'd, 

| Is half ſo incoherent as my Mind, 

(When each opinion with the next at ſtrife, 

One ebb and flow of Follies all my life) 

| I plant, root up; I build, and then confound ; 

Y Turn round to ſquare, and ſquare again to round ; 

) | You never change one muſcle of your face, 

} You think this madneſs but a common caſe, 

I Nay once to Chanc'ry, nor to Hale apply; 


Yet hang your lip, to ſce a Seam awry ! 
/ | Careleſs how ill I with myſelf agree, 
. | Kind to my dreſs, my figure, not to Me. 
" | Is this my Guide, Philoſopher, and Friend? 
| This he, who loves me, and who ought to mend; 
Who ought to make me (what he can, or none) 
That Man divine whom Wiſdom calls her own ; 
Great without title, without Fortune bleſs d; 
| Rich even when plunder'd, honour'd while oppreſs'd; 
Lov'd without youth, and follow'd without power; 
At home tho' exil'd; free, tho' in the Tower: 
| In ſhort, that reas ning, high, immortal Thing, 
Juſt leſs than Jove, and much above a King, 
Nay, half in heaven except (what's mighty odd) 
A fit of Vapours cloud this Demi-God ? 
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Nor to admire, is all the Art I know, 

* To make men happy, and to keep them ſo.“ 

(Plain Truth, dear Muna Av, needs no flowers of ſpeech, - 

So take it in the very words of Creech. ) 
This Vault of Air, this congregated Ball, 

Self- center d Sun, and Stars that riſe and fall, 

There are, my friend! whoſe philoſophic eyes 

Look thro', and truſt the Ruler with his ſkies, 

To him commit the hour, the day, the year, 

And view this dreadful All without a fear. | 
Admire we then what Earth's low entrails hold, 

| Arabian ſhores, or Indian ſeas infold; 

All the mad trade of Fools and Slaves for Gold ? _ 

| es . | 
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Or Popularity? or Stars and Strings? 

The Mob's applauſes, or the gifts of Kings? 
Say with what eyes we ought at Courts to gaze, 
And pay the Great our homage of Amaze ? 

If weak the pleaſure that from theſe can ſpring, 
The fear to want them is as weak a thing : 
Whether we dread, or whether we deſire, 

In either caſe, bclieve me, we admire; 
Whether we joy or grieve, the ſame the curſe, 
Surpriz'd at better, or ſurpriz'd at worſe. 
Thus good or bad, to one extreme betray 
Th'unbalanc'd mind, and ſnatch the Man away ; 
For Victue's ſelf may too much zeal be had; 
The worlt of Madmen is a Saint run mad. 

Go then, and if you can, admire the ſtate 

Of beaming diamonds, and reflected plate; 
Procure a TasTz to double the ſurprize, 


And gaze on Parian charms with learned eyes : | 


Be ſtruck with bright Brocade, or Tyrian Dye, 
Our Birth-day Nobles' ſplendid Livery. 

If not ſo pleas'd, at Council-board rejoice, 
To ſee their Judgments hang upon thy Voice; 


From morn to night, at Senate, Rolls, and Hall, 


Plead much, read more, dine late, or not at all. 
But wherefore all this labour, all this ſtrife ? 
For Fame, for Riches, for a noble Wife ? 


Shall One whom Nature, Learning, Birth conſpir'd 


To form, not to admire but be admir'd, 
Sigh, while his Chloe blind to Wit and Worth 
Weds the rich dulneſs of ſome Son of earth? 
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Jet time ennobles, or degrades each Line; 
It brighten'd Craccs's, and may darken thine: 
And what is fame? the meaneſt have their day, 
The greateſt can but blaze, and paſs away. 
Grac'd as thou art, with all the Power of Words, 
So known, ſo honour'd at the houſe of Lords: 
Conſpicuous Scene! another yet is nigh, 
(More ſilent far) where Kings and pocts lie; 
Where Munxax (long enough his country's pride) 
Shall be no more than TuLLy, cr than Hrn! 

Rack'd with Sciatics, martyr'd with the ſtone, 
Wil any mortal let himſelf alone? 
| See Ward by batter'd Beaus invited over, 
And deſperate Miſery lays hold on Dover. 
The caſe is eaſier in the Mind's diſeaſe ; 
There all men may he cur'd, whene'er they pleaſe. 
Would you be bleſt ! deſpiſe low Joys, low Gains; Y 
Diſddain whatever Coxxnzury diſdains; 5 
Be virtuous, and be happy for your pains. 
Aut art thou one, whom new opinions ſway, 
One who believes as Tindal leads the way, 
Who Virtue and a Church alike diſowns, 
Thinks that but words, and this but brick and ſtones ? 
Fly then, on all the wings of wild deſire, 
Admire whatc'er the maddeſt can admire : 
Is wealth thy paſſion? Hence! from Pole to Pole, 
Where winds can carry, or where waves can roll, 
For Indian ſpices, for Peruvian Gold, 
Prevent the greedy, or out-bid the bo!d : 
Advance thy golden Mountain to the ſkies : 
On the broad bai of fiſty thouſand riie, 
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Add one round hundred, and (if that's not fair) 
Add fifty more, and bring it to a ſquare. | 
For, mark th' advantage; juſt ſo many ſcore 
Will gain a Wife with half as many more, 
Procure her beauty, make that beauty chaſte, 
And then ſuch friends — as cannot fail to laſt. 
A Man of wealth is dubb'd a man of worth, 
Venus ſhall give him Form, and Anſtis Birth. 
| (Believe me, many a German Prince is worſe, 
Who proud of Pedigree, is poor of purſc) 
His wealth brave Timon gloriouſly confounds ? 
| AM'd for a groat, he gives a hundred pounds; 
Or if three Ladies like a luckleſs Play, 
Take the whole Houſe upon the Poet's day. 
Now, in ſuch exigencies not to need, 
Upon my word, you muſt be rich indeed; 
A noble fuperfluity it craves, | 
Not for yourſelf, but for your Fools and Knaves; 
Something, which for your honour they may cheat, 
And which it much becomes you to forget. 
If Wealth alone then make and keep us bleſt, 
Still, till be getting, never, never reſt. 

But if to Power and Place your paſſion lie, 
If in the Pomp of Life conſiſt the joy; 
Then hire a Slave, or (if you will; a Lord 
To do the honours, and to give the Word; 
Tell at your Levee, as the Crouds approach, 
To whom to nod, whom take into your Coach, 


Whom honour with your band: to make remarks, 


Who rules in Cornwall, or who rules iu Berks; 
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c This may be troubleſome, is near the Chair: 
& That makes three Members, this can chuſe a May'r 
Inſtructed thus, you bow, embrace, proteſt, 
Adopt him Son, or Couſin at the leaſt, 
Thea turn about, and laugh at your own Jeſt. 
Or if your life be one continu'd Treat, 
If to live well means nothing but to eat; 
Up. up! cries Gluttony'tis break of day, 
Go drive the Deer, and drag the finny prey; 
With hounds and horns go hunt an Appctite-— 


So Ruſſel did, but could not eat at night, 


Call'd happy Dog ! the Beggar at his door, 
And envy'd Thirſt and Hunger to the poor. 

Or ſhall we every decency confound, 
Thro' Taverns, Stews, and Bagnio's take our round, 
Go dine with Charters, in each Vice out-do 
K—1's lewd Cargo, or Ty—y's crew, 
From Latian Syrens, French Circacan Feaſts, 
Return d well travell'd, and transform'd to Beaſts, 
Or for a titled Punk, or foreign Flame, 
Renounce our Country and degrade our Name? 

If, after all, we muſt with Wilmot own, 
The Cordial Drop of Life is Love alone, | 
And SwirT cry wiſcly, ** Vive la Bagatelle!“ 
The man that loves and laughs, mult ſure do well. 
Adieu —if this advice appear the worſt, | 
E'en take the counſel which I give you firſt: 
Or better Precepts if you can impart, 
Why do, I'll follow them with all my heart. 


ADVERTISEMEN T 
To the following Epiſtle. 


HE Reflections of Horace and the Judgments paſt 

in his Epiſtle to Auguſtus, ſeem'd fo ſeaſonable 
to the preſent Times, that I could not help applying 
them to the uſe of my own country. The Author 
thought tbem conſiderable enough to addreſs them to 
his prince; whom he paints with all the great and 
good qualities of a Monarch, upon whom the Ro- 
mans depended for the Encreaſe of an abſolute Em- 
fire. But to make the Poem entirely Engliſh, I was 
willing to add one or two of thoſe which contribute 
to the Happineſs of a Free people, and are more con- 
ſiſtent with the Welfare of aur Neighbours. 

This Epiſtle will ſhew the learned World to have 
fallen into Two miſtakes: one, that Augiſtus was a 
Patron of poets in general ; whereas he not only pro- 
hibited all but the Beſt Writers toname him, but re- 
commended that care even to to the Civil Magiſtrate 
Admonebat Praetores, ne paterentur Nomen ſuum obſo= 
lefieri, &c. The other, that this Piece was only a gen- 
eral Diſcourſe of Poetry; whereas it was an Apology 
for the Poets, in order to render Auguſtus more their 
Patron. Horace here pleads the Cauſe of his Cotem- 
porarics, firſt againſt the Taſte of the Town, whoſe 
humour it was to magnify the Authors of the pre- 
cceding Age: ſecondly againſt the Court and Nobility 
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who encouraged only the Writers for the Theatre; 
and laſtly againſt the Emperor himſelf, who had con- 
ceived them of liicle Uſe to the government. he 
ſhews (by a view of thc Progreſs of Learning, and 
the Change of laſte among the Romans) that the 
Introduction of the Polite Arts of Greece had gi- 
ven the Writers of his Time great advantages over 
their Predeceſors; that their Morols were much im- 
proved, and the licence of thoſe ancient Poets reſtrain- 
ed: that Satire and Comedy were become More juſt 
and uſeful; that whatever cxtravagances were left on 
the Stage, were owirg to the / Tojtc of the Nobility; 
thit Pocts, under due Regulations, were in many ic- 
ſi ects uſc ful to the State, ard concludes, that it was 
upon them the Emperor himfelf muſt depend, for hu 
Fame with Poſterity. 


We may farther learn from this Fpiſlle, that He 


race made his Court to this Great Prince Ly writing 
with a decent Freedom toward him, with a juſt Con- 
tempt of l. is low Flatterers, and with a manly regard 


0 his own camacier, 
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AUGUSTUS. 


WHILE you, great patron of Mankind! ſuſtain 
| The balanc'd World, and open all the Main; 
Your Country, chief, in Arms abroad defend, 
At Home, with Morals, Arts, and Laws amend; 
How ſhall the Muſe, from ſuck a Monarch, ſtcal 
An hour, and not defraud the Public Weal ? 
Edward and Henry, now the Boaſt of Fame, 
And virtuous Alfred, a more ſacred Name, 
After a life of generous toils endur'd, 
The Gaul ſubdu d, or Property ſecur d, 
Ambition humbled, mighty cities ſtorm'd, 
Or laws eſtabliſh'd, and the world reforin'd ; 
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Clos'd their long Glories with a ſigh, to find 
Th'unwilling gratitude of baſe mankind ! 

All human Virtue, to its lateſt breath, 

Finds Envy never conquer'd, but by Death, 
The great Alcides, every labour paſt, 

Had till this monſter to ſubdue at laſt. 
Sure fate of all, beneath whoſe riſing ray 
Each ſtar of meaner merit fades away ! 
Oppreſs'd we feel the beam directly beat, 
Thoſe Suns of Glory pleaſe not till they ſet. 

To thee, the World its preſent homage pays, 
The harveſt early, but mature the praiſe: | 
Great friend of LizzxTry ! in Kings a Name 
Above all Greek, above all Roman Fame: 
Whoſe Word is truth, as facred and rever'd, 
As Heaven's awn Oracles from altars heard. 
Wonder of King! like whom, to mortal eyes 
None e er has riſen, and none e er ſhall riſe. 
Juſt in one inſtance, be it yet confeſt 
Your People, Sir, are partial in the reſt : 
Foes to all living worth except your own, 


It is the ruſt we value, not the gold. 
Chaucer's worſt ribaldry is learn'd by rote, 
And beaſtly Skelton heads of houſes quote : 
One likes no language but the Fairy Queen ; 


And each true Briton is to Ben ſo civil, 
He ſwears the Muſes met him at the Devil. 


Authors, like coins, Frow dear as they grow old; 


A Scot will fight for Chriſt's Kirk o' the Green; 
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Tho juſtly Greece her eldeſt ſons admires, 
| Why ONE rt. IP: Bir we cs cur Wes 

In every public Virtue we excell; 

We build, we paint, as fs, we dee es well, 
And learned Athens to our art muſt ſtoop, 
Could ſhe behold us tumbling thro' a hoop. 

If Time improve our Wits as well as Wine, 
Say at what age a Poet grows divine ? 

Shall we, or ſhall we not, account him ſo, 
Who dy'd perhaps, an hundred years ago? 
End all diſpute ; and fix the year preciſe 
When Britiſh bards begin t' immortalize ? 

% Who laſts a century, can have no flaw, 

« J hold that Wit a Claſſic, good in law. 

Suppoſe he wants a year, will you compound ? 
Or damn to all eternity at once, 

At ninety nine, a Modern and a Dunce ? 

We ſhall not quarrel for a year or two; 
« By courteſy of England, he may do. 

Then, by the rule that made the horſe-tail bare, 
1 pluck out year by year, as hair by hair, 5 
And melt down Ancients like a heap of ſnow: 
While you, to meaſure merits, look in Stowe, 
And eſtimating Authors by the year, 

Beſtow a Garland only on a Bier. | 
 Shakefpear (whom you and every play-houſe bill, 

Style the divine, the matchleſs, what you will) 
| For gain, not glory, wing'd his roving flight, 
And grew immortal in his own deſpight. 
Vor. III. P 
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Ben, old and poor, as little ſeem'd to heed 

The life to come, in every Poet's Creed. 

Who now reads Cowley ? if he pleaſes yet, 

His Moral pleaſes, not his pointed wit; 

Forgot his Epic, nay Pindaric Art, 

But ſtill I love the language of his heart. 

4 Yet ſurely, ſurely, theſe were famous men! 

«© What boy but hears the ſayings of old Ben? 

4 In all debates where Critics bear a part, 

Not one but nods, and talks of Jobnſon's Art, 

« Of Shakeſpear's Nature, and of Cowley's Wit; 

* How Beaumont's judgment check d what Fletcher 
| writ; 

** How Shadwell haſty, Wycherly was flow; | 

4 But, for the Paſſions, Southern ſure and Rowe. 

« Theſe, only theſe, ſupport the crouded ſtage, 

% From eldeſt Heywood down to Cibber's age. 
All this may be; the People's voice is odd, 

Tt is, and it is not, the Voice of God. 

To Gammer Gurton if it give the bays, 

And yet deny the Careleſs Huſband Praiſe, 

Or ſay our Fathers never broke a rule; 

Why then, I fay, the Public is a fool. 

But let them own, that greater Faults than we 

They had, and greater Virtues, Ill agree. 

Spenſer himſelf affefts th' Obſolete, 

And Sydney's verſe halts ill on Roman feet : 

Milton's ſtrong pinion now not Heaven can bound, 

Now Serpent-like, in proſe he ſweeps the ground, 

In Quibbles, Angel, and Archangel join, 

And God the Father turns a Schook-divine. 
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Not that I'd lop the Beautics from his book, 
Like flaſhing Bentley with his deſp'rate hook, 
Or dama all Shakeſpear, like th' affected Fool 
At court, who hates whate'er he read at ſchool. 

But for the Wits of either Charles's days, 
The Mob of Gentlemen who wrote with Eaſe ; 
Sprat, Carew, Sedley, and a hundred more, 
(Like twinkling ſtars the Miſcellanies o'cr) 
One ſimile, that ſolitary ſhines 
In the dry deſart of a thouſand lines, 
Or lengthen' d thought that gleams thro' many a Pages 
Has ſanctify'd whole poems for an age. 
I loſe my patience, and I own it too, 
When works are cenſur'd not as bad but new 3 | 
While if our Elders break all reaſon's laws, 
Theſe fools demand not pardon, but Applauſe. 

On Avon's bank, where flowers eternal blow, 
If I but aſk, if any weed can grow; 
One Tragic ſentence if I dare deride, 
Which Betterton's brave avon digniſy'd, 
Or well-mouth'd Booth with emphaſis proclaims, 
(Tho' but, perhaps, a muſter-roll of Names ) 
How will our Fathers riſe up in a rage, 
And ſwear, all ſhame is loſt in George's Age! 
You'd think no fools diſgrac' d the former reign, 
Did not ſome grave examples yet remain, | 
Who ſcorn a Lad ſhould teach his father ſkill, 
And, having once been wrong, will be ſo ſtill. 
He, who to ſeem more deep than you or I, 
Extols old Bards, or Merlin's prophecy, 
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Miſtake him not; he envies, not admires, 
And to debaſe the Sons, exalts the Sires. 
Had ancient times conſpir d to diſallow | 
What then was new, what had been ancient now ? 
Or what remain'd, ſo worthy to be read 
By learned Critics, of the mighty Dead ? 

In days of Eaſe, when now the weary Sword 
Was ſheath'd, and Luxury with Charles reſtor'd ; 
+ Tn every taſte of foreign courts improv'd, 
«© All, by the King's Example, liv'd and lov'd.” 
Then Peers grew proud in Horſemanſhip t' excel, 
Newmarket's Glory roſe, as Britain's fell ; | 
The Soldier breath'd the Gallantries of France, 
Then, Marble, foften'd into life, grew warm, 
And yielding Metal flow'd to human form: 
Ley on animated Canvas ſtole 
The fleepy Eye, that ſpoke the melting foul. 
No wonder then, when all was love and ſport, 
The willing Muſes were debauch'd at Court: 
On each enervate ſtring they taught the note 
To pant, or tremble thro' an Eunuch's throat. 
But Britain, changeful as a Child at play, 
Now calls in Princes, and now turns away. 
Now Whig, now Tory, what we lov'd we hate; 
Now all for Pleaſure, now for Church and State; 
Now for Prerogative, and now for Laws; 
Effects unhappy ! from a noble Cauſe. 

Time was, a ſober Engliſhman would knock 
His ſervants up, and riſe by five o'clock, 
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Inſtruct his family in every rule, | 

And ſend his Wife to church, his Son to School. 

To worſhip like his Fathers, was his care? | 

To teach their frugal Virtues to his Heir ; 

To prove, that Luxury could never hold; 

And place, .on good Security, his Gold. 

Now 'times are chang'd, and one Poetic Itch 

Has ſciz'd the Court and City, poor and rich: 

Sons, Sires, and Grandſires, all will wear the bays, 

Our Wives read Milton, and our Daughters Plays, 

To Theatres, and to Rehcarſals throng, 

And all our Grace at table is a Song. 

I, who fo oft renounce the Muſes, lye, 

Not ——$ ſelf e' er tells more Fibbs than j 

When ſick of Muſe, our follies we deplore, 1 
And promiſe our beſt Friends to thyme no more; 

We wake next morning in a raging fit, 

And call for pen and ink to ſhow our Wit. 

He ſerv'd a Prenticeſhip, who ſets up ſhop ; 

Ward try'd on Puppies, and the Poor, his Drop ; 
Even Radcliff's Doctors travel firſt to France, 
Nor dare to pradtice till they've learn'd to dance. 
Who builds a Bridge that never drove a pile? 
(Should Ripley venture, all the world would _ 
But thoſe who cannot write, and thoſe who can, 
All rhyme, and ſerawl, and ſeribble, to a man. 

Yet, Sir, reflect, the miſchief is not great; 

Theſe Madmen never hurt the Church or Sture : 
Sometimes the Folly benefits mankind ; 
And rarely Avarice taints the tuncſul ming. 
P 3 


Allow him but his play-thing of a Pen, 
He ne'er rebels, or plots, like other men : 
Flight of Caſhiers, or Mobs, he'll never mind; 
And knows no loſſes while the Muſe is kind. 
To cheat a Friend, or Ward, he leaves to Peter; 
The good man heaps up nothing but mere metre, 
Enjoys his Garden and his book in quiet; 
And then —a perfect Hermit in his diet. 

Of little uſe the Man you may ſuppoſe, ' 
Who ſays in verſe what others ſay in proſe ; 
Yet let me ſhow, a Poet's of ſome weight, 
And (tho' no ſoldier) uſeful to the State. 
What will a Child learn ſooner than a ſong ? 
What better teach a Foreigner the tongue ? 


What's long or ſhort, each accent where to place, 


And ſpeak in public with ſome ſort of grace. 
I ſcarce can think him ſuch a worthleſs thing, 
Unleſs he praiſe ſome Monſter of a King; 
Or Virtue, or Religion, turn to ſport, 

To pleaſe a lewd, or Unbelieving Court. 
Unhappy Dryden !—I1n all Charles's days, 
Roſcommon only boaſts unſpotted bays ; 

And in our own (excuſe ſome Courtly ſtains) 
He, from the taſte obſcene reclaims our youth, 
And ſets the Paſſions on the fide of Truth, 
Forms the ſoft boſom with the gentleſt art, 
And pours, each human Virtue in the heart. 
Let Ireland tell, how Wit upheld her cauſe, 
Her trade ſupported, and ſupply d ber Laws; 
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And leave on Swirr this grateful verſe engrav'd, 

4 The rights a Court attack d, a Poet ſav'd,” 
Behold the hand that wrought a Nations cure, 
Stretch'd to relieve the idiot and-the poor, 

Proud. Vice to brand, or injur d Worth adorn, 

And ſtretch the Ray to ages yet unborn, | 

Not but there are, who merit other palms; 

Hopkins and Sternhold glad the heart with Pſalms: 
The Boys and Girls whom charity maintains, 
Implore your help in theſe pathetic ſtrains : 

How could Devotion touch the country pews, 

Unleſs the Gods beſtow'd a proper Muſe? 

Verſe chears their leiſure, Verſe aſſiſts their work, 
Verſe prays for Peace, or ſings down Pope and Turk. 


| The filenc'd Preacher yields to potent ſtrain, 


And feels that grace his prayer beſought in vain; 
The bleſſing thrills thro' all the lab'ring throng, 
And Hrcaven is won by violence of Sang. 
Our rural Anceſtors, with little bleſt, 
| Patient of labour when the end was reſt, 
Indulg'd the day that hous'd their annual grain, 
With feaſts, and offerings, and a thankful train 2 
" The joy their-wives, their ſons, and ſervants ſhare, | 
1 Laſe of their toil, and part'ners of their care: 
| The laugh, the jeſt, attendants on the bowl, 
Smooth d every brow, and open'd every ſoul: 
With growing years the pleaſing Licence grew, 
And Taunts alternate innocently flew. 
But Times corrupt, and Nature ill-inclin'd, 
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Till friend with friend, and families at ſtrife, 
Triumphant Malice rag'd thro private life. 

Who felt the wrong, or fear'd it, took th' alarm, 
Appeal'd to Law, and Juſtice lent her arm. 

At length, by wholſome dread of ſtatutes bound, 
The Poets learn'd to pleaſe, and not to wound : 


Moſt warp'd to Flattery's ſide ; but ſome more nice, 


Preſerv'd the freedom, and forbore the vice, 
Hence Satire roſe, that juſt the medium hit, 
And heals with morais what it hurts with Wit. 

. We conquer'd France, but felt our captive's charms; 
Her Arts victorious triumph'd o'er our Arms; 
Britain to ſoft refinements Icfs a foe, 

Wit grew polite, and Numbers learn'd to flow. 


The varying verſe, the full-rcſounding line, 
The long majeſtic march, and energy divine. 
T' (till ſome traces of our ruſtic vein | 
And ſplay- foot verſe remain'd, and will remain. 
Late, very late, correctneſs grew our care, 
When the tir'd Nation breath'd from civil war. 
Exact Racine, and Corncille's, noble fire, 
Show'd us that France had ſomething to admire. 
Not but the Tragic ſpirit was our own, 

And full in Shakeſpear, fair in Otway ſhone : 
But Otway fail'd to poliſh or refine, 

And fluent Shakeſpear ſcarce eſſac'd a line. 
Even copious Dryden wanted, or forgot, 
The laſt and greateſt Art, the Art to blot. 
Some doubt, if equal pains, or equal fire 
The humbler Muſe of Comedy requue, 


Waller was ſmooth; but Dryden taught to join 5 | 
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But in known Images of life, I gueſs 


How Van wants grace, who never wanted wit} 


But fill their purſe, our Poet's work is done, 


+ Who, to diſturb their betters, mighty proud, 
| Clatt'ring their ſticks before ten lines are ſpoke, 
| Gall for the Farce, the Bear, or the Black- joke. 


Leer the Taſte of Mobs, but now of Lords; 
I Taſte, that eternal wanderer, which flies 
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The labour greater, as th' indulgence leſs. 
Obſerve how ſeldom even the beſt ſucceed : 
Tell me if Congreve's Fools are Fools indeed ? 
What pert, low Dialogue has Farqu'ar writ! 


The ſtage how looſely does Aſtrea tread, 
Who fairly puts all Characters to bed! 

And idle Cibber, how he breaks the laws, 
To make poor Pinky eat with vaſt applauſe ! 


Alike to them, by Pathos or by Pun. 
O you ! whom Vanity's light bark convey's 
On Fame's mad voyage by the wind of praiſe, 


Wich what a ſhifting gale your courſe you ply, 


For ever ſunk too low, or born too high! 
Who pants for glory finds but ſhort repoſe, 
A breath revives him, or a breath o'crthrows. 
Farewel the ſtage! if juſt as thrives the play, 
The filly bard grows fat, or falls away. 

There ſtill remains, to mortify a wit, 


| The many headed Monſter of the Pit: 


A ſenſeleſs, worthleſs, and unhonour' d croud; 


What dear delight to Britons Farce affords! 
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The Play ſtands ſtill; damn action and diſcourſe, 
Back fly the ſcenes, and enter ſoot and hoi ſe; 
Fageants on pageants, in long order drawn, 


Peers, Hera!ds, Biſhops, Ermine, Geld and Lawn; 


Ihe Champion too! and to compleat the jeſt, 

Old Ecward's armour beams on Cibber's breaſt. 

With laughter ſure Democritus had dy'd, 

Had he beheld an Audience gape fo wide, 

Let Bear or Elephant be cer fo white, 

The people, ſure, the people are the fight ! 

Ah luckleſs Poet! ſtretch thy lurgs and :car, 

That Bear or Elephant ſhall keed thce morc; 

While all its throats the gallery extends, 

And all the Thunder of the Pit aſcends ! 

Loud as the Wclves, on Or cas' ſtormy ſteep, 

Houl to the roaring of the Northern deep. 

Such is the ſhout, the long-epplauding note, 

At Quin's high plume, or Oldficlds petticoat; 

Or when from Court a birth-day ſuit beſtow'd, 

Sinks the loſt Actor in the tawdry load. 

Booth enters—hark ! the univerſal pcal ! 

% But has he ſpoken?” Not a ſy liable. 

What ſhook the ſlage, and made the people ſtare? 

Cato's long wig, flower'd gown, and lacquer'd chair, 
Yet leaſt you think I rally more than teach, 

Or praiſe malignly Arts I cannot reach, 

Let me for once preſume t'inſtrud the times, 

To know the Poet from the man of rhymes: 

"Tis he, who zives my breaſt a thouſand pains, 

Can make me fcel each Paſſion that he feigns ; 
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Enrage, compoſe, with more than magic Art, 
With Pity, and with Terror, tear my heart; 
And ſnatch me, o' er the earth, or thro' the air, 
To Thebes, to Athens, when he will, and where. 
I But not this part of the Poetic ſtate 
Alone, deſerves the favour of the Great : 
Think of thoſe Authors, Sir, who would rely 
More on a Reader's ſenſe, than Gaxer's eye. 
Or who ſhall wander where the Muſes ſing ? 
Who climb their mountain, or who taſte their ſpring ? 
| How ſhall we fill a Library with Wit, 
When Merlin's Cave is half unfurniſh'd yet? 
My Liege! why Writers little claim your thought, 
I gueſs; and, with their leave, will tell the fault : , 
| We Poets are (upon a Po*t's word) 
Of all mankind, the creatures moſt abſurd : 
The ſeaſon, when to come, and when to go, 
| To ſing, or ceaſe to ſing, we never know; 
And if we will recite nine hours in ten, 
You loſe your patience, juſt like other men. 
Then too we hurt ourſelves when to defend 
A ſingle verſe, we quarrel with a friend; 
5 4 Repeat unaſk'd; lament, the Wit's too fine 
For vulgar eyes, and point out every line. 
But molt, when ſtraining with too weak a wing, 
We needs will write Epiſtle: to the King; 
And from the moment we oblige the town, 
Expect a place, or Penſion from the Crown; 
dor dubb'd Hiſtorians by expreſs command, 
| | T enroll your triumphs o'cr the ſeas and land, 


| 
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Be call'd to Court to plan ſome work divine, 

As once for Lovis, Boileau and Racine. 

| Yet think, great Sir! (fo many Virtues ſhown) 
Ah think, what Poet beſt may make them known; 

Or chuſe at leaſt ſome Miniſter of Grace, 

Fit to beſtow the Laureat's weighty place. 
Charles, to late times to be tranſmitted fair, 

Aſſign'd his figure to Bernini's care; | 

And great Naſſau to Kneller's hand decreed 

To fix him graceful on the bounding Steed; 

So well in paint and ſtone they judg'd of merit : 

But Kings in Wit may want diſcerning Spirit. 

The Hero William, and the Martyr Charles, 

One knighted Blackmore, and one penſion d Quarks; 

Which made old Ben, and furly Dennis ſwear, 


4 No Lord's anointed, but a Ruſſian bear.” 


Not with ſuch majeſty, ſuch bold relief, 
The Forms auguſt, of King, or conqu ring Chief, 
F'er ſwell'd on marble; as in verſe have ſhin'd d 
(in poliſh'd verſe) the Manners and the Mind. 
Oh ! could I mount on the Maconian wing, 
Your Arms, your Actions, your Nepoſe to ſing! 


What ſeas you travers d, and what fields you fought! + 


Your Country's Peace, how oft, how dearly bought! 
How barb'rous rage ſubſided at your word, 
And Nations wonder'd while they dropt the ſword! 
How, when you nodded, o'er the land and decp, 
Peace ſtole her wing, and wrapt the world in ſleep; 
"Till earth's extremes your mediation own, 

And Aſia's Tyrants tremble at your throne — 
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But Verſe, alas ! your Majeſty diſdains; 

And I'm not us d to Panegyric ſtrains: 

| The Zeal of fools offends at any time, 

But moſt of all, the Zeal of Fools in rhyme. 
Beſides, a fate attends on all I write, 

That when I aim at praiſe, they ſay I bite. 

A vile Encomium doubly ridicules : 

There's nothing blackens like the ink of fools. 
If true, a woful likeneſs; and if lyes, 

% Praiſe underſerv'd is ſcandal in diſguiſe ;” 
Well may he bluſh, who gives it, or receives; 
And when 1 flatter, let my dirty leaves 

(Like Journals, Odes, and ſuch forgotten things 
As Euſden, Philips, Settle, write of Kings) 
Clothe ſpice, line trunks, or flutt'ring in a row, 
Befringe the rails of Bedlam and Soho. 


Vor. III. Q 


THE 


SECOND EPISTLE 


OF THE 
SECOND BOOK 


O F 
u 0 u 4 


Ludentis ſpeciem dabit, et torquebitur. Hon. 


Dax Col'nel, Connan's and your country's 
Friend 

You love a Verſe, take ſuch as I can ſend. 5 

A Freachman comes, preſents you with his Boy, 

Bows aud begins This Lad, Sir, is of Blois: 

% Obſerve his ſhape how cican ! his locks how curl'd ! 

« My only fon, I'd have him ſee the world: | 

© His French is pure; his Voice too—you lhall hear. 

« Sir he's your ſlave, for twenty pounds a year. 

« Mere wax as yet, you faſhion him with caſe, 

% Your Barber, Cook, Upholſt'rer, what you pleaſe ; 

% A perfect genius at an Op'ra ſong 

4 To fay too much, niche do wy honour wang, 

& Take him with all his virtues, on my word: 

* His whole ambition was to ſerve a Lord: 


T* 
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« But, Sir, to you, with what would I not part? 


4 Tho' faith I fear, twill break his mother's heart, 


4% Once (and but once) I caught him ia a lye, 

« And then, unwhipp'd, he had the grace to cry; 

« The fault he has I fairly ſhall reveal, 

& (Could you o'erlook but that) it is, to ſteal.” 

If, after this, you took the graceleſs led, 

Could you complain, my friend, he prov'd fo bad? 

Faith, in ſuch caſe, if you ſhould proſecute, 

I think Sir Godfrey ſhould decide the ſuit; 

Who ſent the Thief that ſtole the caſh, away, 

And puniſh'd kim that put it in his way. 
Conſider then, and judge me in this light; 

I told you when I went, I could not write; 

You ſaid the ſame; and are you diſcontent 

With laws, to which you gave your own aſſent ? 

Nay worſe, to aſk for verſe at ſuch a time 

D'ye think me good for nothing but to rhyme ? 
In AnNa's Wars, a Soldier, poor and old, 

Had dearly carn'd a little purſe of gold, 

Tir'd with a tedious march, one luckleſs night, 

He ſlept, poor dog! and loft it to a doit. 

This put the man in ſuch a deſp'rate mind, 

Between revenge, and grief, and hunger join'd, 

Againſt the foc himfelf, and all mankind, 

He leap'd the trenches, ſcal'd a Caſtle wall, 

Tore down a Standard, took the Fort and all. 

% Prodigious well;” his great Commander cry'd, 

Gave him much praiſe, and ſome reward beſide. 

Next pleas'd his Excellence a town to batter ; 

(Its name I know not, and i:'s no great matter} 
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% Go on, my friend (he cry'd) ſee yonder walls! 

&« Advance and conquer! go where glory calls! 

«© More honours, more rewards, attend the brave. 

Don't you remember what reply you gave? 

% Dye think me. noble Gen'ral ſuch a Sot ? 

% Let him take caſtles who has ne er a groat.” 
Bred up at home, full early I begun 

To read in Greek the wrath of Pelcus' fon. 

Beſides, my father taught me from a lad, 

The better art to know the good from bad: 

(And little fure imported to remove, 

To hunt for Truth in Maudlin's learned grove. } 

But knottier points we knew not half fo well, 

Depriv'd us ſoon of our paternal Cell; 

And certain Laws, by ſuff rers thought unjuſt, 

Deny'd all poſts of profit or of truſt : 

Hopes after hopes of pious Papiſts ſail'd, 

While mighty WiLLiam's thund'ting arm prevail'd, 


For right Hereditary tax'd and fin'd, 


He ſtuck to poverty with peace of mind; 
And me, the Muſes help'd to undergo it; 
Convict a Papiſt he, and I a Poet. 
But (thanks to Homer)ſince I live and thrive, 
Indebted to no Prince or peer alive, 
Sure I ſhould want the care of ten Monroes, 
If 1 would fcribble, rather than repoſe. _ 
Years foll'wing years, ſtcal ſomething ev'ry day, 


At laſt they ſteal us from ourſclves au ay; 


In one our Frolics, our Amuſements end, 
In one a Miſtreſs drops, in one a friend: 
a 
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This ſubtle Thief of life, this paltry Time, 
What will it leave me, if it ſnatch my rhyme? 

If ev'ry wheel of that unwear'd Mill, 

That turn'd ten thouſand verſes, now ſtands ſtill ? 

But after all, what wonld you have me do? 
When out of twenty I can pleaſe not two; 

When this Heroics only deigns to praiſe, 

Sharp Satire that, and that Pindaric Jays! | 
One likes the Pheaſant's wing, and one the leg; 
The vulgar boil, the learned roaſt an egg. 

Hard taſk ! to hit the palate of ſuch gueſts, 
When Oldficld loves, what Dartineuf deteſts. 

But grant I may relapſe, for want of grace, 
Again to rhyme; can London be the place? 
Who there his Muſe, or ſelf, or ſoul attends, 

In crouds, and courts, law, buſincſs, feaſts, and friends? 
My counſel fends to execute a deed : 

A Poet begs me I will hear him read: 

In Palace-yard at nine you'll find me there— 
At ten, for certain, Sir, iu Bloomſd'ry ſquare 
Before the Lords at twelve my cauſe comes on 
There's a Rehicarſal, Sir exact at one. 

4% Oh but a Wit can ſtudy in the ſtreets, 

4% And raiſe his mind above the mob he meets.“ 
Not quite ſo well however as one ought; 

A hackney-coach may chance to ſpoil a thought; 
And then a nodding beam, or pig of lrad, 

Goo knows, may hurt the very ableſt head. 
Have you not ſeen, at Guildhall's narrow paſs, 
Two Aldermen diſputc it with an Aſs? 
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And Peers give way, exalted as they are, 
Ev'n to their own S-r-y—nce in a Car? 
Go, lofty Poet! and in ſuch a croud, 
Sing thy ſonorous verſe —but not aloud. 
Alas! to Grotto's and to Groves we run, 
To caſe and ſilence, cv'ry Muſes' fon : 
Blackmore himſelf, for any grand effort, | 
Would drink and doze at Tooting or Earl's-Court. 
How ſhall I rhyme in this eternal roar ? 
How match the bards, whom none e'cer match'd before? 
The Man, who, ſtreteh'd in iſis* calm retreat, 
To books and ſtudy gives ſev'n years compleat, 
Sce ! ſtrow'd with learned duſt, his night-cap on, 
He walks, an obje& new bencath the fun ! | 
The boys flock round him, and the people ſtare 5 


So (tiff, ſo mute ! ſome ſtatue you would ſwear, 
Stept from its Pedeſtal to take the air ! 
And here, while town, and court, and city roars, 
With mobs, and duns, and ſoldiers, at their doors; 
Shall I, in London, act this idle part? 
Compoling ſongs, for Fools to get by heart ? 
The Temple late two brother Sergeants ſaw, 
Who deem'd each other oracles of Law; 
With equal talents, theſe congenial ſouls, 
One lull'd the Exchequer, and one ſtunn'd the Rolls; 
Each. had a gravity would make you fplit, 
And ſhook his head at Murray, as a Wit. | 
Twas, Sir, your law” —and Sir, your eloquence,” 
4% Yours, Cowper's manner—-and yours, Talbot's 
Thus we diſpoſe of all poetic merit, (ſenſe.” 
Yours Milton's genius, and mine Homer's ſpixit. 
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Call Tibbald Shakeſpear, and he'll ſwear the Nine, 
Dear Cibber ! never match'd one Ode of thine. 
Lord! how we ſtrut thro' Merlin's Cave, to ſee 
No Poets there, but Stephen, you, aud me. 
Walk with reſpect behind, while we at eaſe 
Weave laurel Crowns, and take what names we pleaſe, 
% My dear Tibullus ! if that will not do, 

© Let me be Horace, and be Ovid you: 

„% Or, I'm content, allow me Dryden's ſtrains, 
6 And you ſhall riſe up Otway for your pains.” 
Much do I ſuffer, much, to keep in peace 

This jealous, waſpiſh, wrong-head, rhyming race; 
And much muſt flatter, if the whim ſhould bite 
To court applauſe, by printing what I write: 

But let the fit paſs o'er, I'm viſe enough 

To ſtop my ears to their confounded ſtuff. 

In vain, bad Rhymers all mankind reject, 
They treat themſelves with moſt profound reſpect; 
*Tis to ſnall purpoſe that vou hold your tongue, 
Each prais'd within, is happy all day long : 

But how fevcrely with themſelves proceed | 
The men, who write ſuch Verſe as we can read? 
Their own ſtrict Judges, not a word they ſpare, 
That wants or force, or light, or weight, or care, 
Howe'er unwillingly it quits its place, 

Nay tho' at Court (perhaps) it may find grace: 
Such they'll degrade ; and ſometimes, in its ſtead, 
In downright charity revive the dead; | 
Mark where a bold expreſſive phraſe appears, 
Bright thro' the rubbith of ſome hundred years; 
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Command old words that long have ſlept, to » ake, 

Words, that wiſe Bacon, or brave Rawleigh i. Ae, 

Or bid the new be Englith, ages hence, 

(For uſe will father what's begot by Senſe) 

Pour the full tide of eloquence along, 

Serenely pure, and yet divinely itrong, 

Rich with the treaſures of each toccign tongue; 

Prune the luxuriant, the uncouth refine, 

But ſhow no mercy to an empty line: 

Then poliſh all, with ſo much life and eaſe, 

You think tis Nature, and a knack to pleaſe : 

© But eaſe in writing flows from Art, not chance; 
© As thoſe move eaſieſt who have learn'd to dance, 

If ſuch the plague and pains to write by rule, 

Better (ſay I) be pleas d, and play the fool; 

| Call, if you will, bad rhyming a diſeaſe, 

It gives men happineſs, or gives them eaſe, 

There liv'd in primo Georgii (they record) 

A worthy member, no ſmall fool, a Lord; 

Who, tho' the Houſe was up, delighted fate, 

Heard, noted, anſwer'd, as in full debate: 

In all but this, a man of ſober life, 

Fond of his Friend, and civil to his Wife; 

Not quite a madman, tho' a paſty fell, 

And much too wiſe to walk into a well. 

Him, the damn'd Doctors and his Friends immur'd, 

They bled, 1 they purg'd; in ſhort, they 

_ | 
| Whereat the gentleman began to ſtare——_ 
| My Friends! he cry'd, p-x take you for your care! 
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That from a Patriot of diſtinguiſn'd note, 
Have bled and purg'd me to a ſimple Vote. 


Well, on the whole, plain proſe muſt be my fate; 


Wiſdom (curſe on it) will come ſoon or late. 
There is a time when Poets will grow dull: 
I'll e'en leave verſes to the boys at ſchool: 
To rules of Poetry no more confin'd, 

I'll learn to ſmooth and harmonize my NM ind, 
Teach ev'ry thought within its bounds to roll, 
And keep the equal meaſure of the Soul. 

Soon as I enter at my country door, 
My mind reſumes the thread it dropt before; 
Thoughts, which at Hyde-park-corner 1 forgot, 
Meet, and rejoin me, at the Penſive Grot. 
There all alone, and compliments apart, 

I aſk theſe ſober queſtions of my heart. 


If, when the more you drink. the more you craves, | 


You tell the Doctor; when the more you have, 
The more you want, why not with equal cafe 
Confeſs as well your Folly, as Diſeaſe ? | 
The heart reſolves this matter in a trice, 
&« Men only feel the Smart, but not the Vice. 
When golden Angels ceaſe to cure the Evil, 
You give all royal Witchcraft to the Devil : 
When ſervile Chaplains cry, that birth and place 
| Indue a Peer with honour, truth, and grace, 
Look in that breaſt, moſt dirty D ——! be fair, 
Say, can you find out one ſuch lodger there ? 
Yet till, not heeding what your heart can teach, 
You go to church to hear theſe Flatt'rers preach. 
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Indeed, could wealth beſtow or wit or merit, 

A grain of courage, or a ſpark of ſpirit, 

The wiſeſt man might bluſh, I muſt agree, 

If D*** lov'd ſixpence, more than he. 

Ik there be truth in Law, and uſe can give 

A Property, that's yours on which you live. 

Delightful Abs-court, if its fields afford 

Their fruits to you, confeſſes you its lord: 

All Worldly's hens, nay, partridge, ſold to town, 

His Ven'ſon two, a guinea makes your own : | 

He bought at thouſands, what with better wit 

| You purchaſe as you want, and bit by bit ; 

| Now, or long ſince, what diff rence will be found? 

You pay a penny, and he paid a pound, 
Heathcote himſelf, and ſuch large-acred men, 

| Lords of fat E'tham, or of Lincoln fen, 

Buy every ſtick of wood that lends them heat, 

Buy every Pullet they afford to eat. 

Yet theſe are Wights. who fondly call their own 

Half that the Dev'l o'crlooks from Lincoln town. 

The Laws of Gop, as well as of the land, 

Abhor a Perpetuity ſhould ſtand : 

Eſtates have wings, and hang in Fortune's power 

Looſe on the point of every wav'ring hour, 

Ready, by force, or of your own accord, 

By fale, at leaſt by death, to change their lord. 

Man? and for ever? wretch! what would'ſt thou have? 

| Heir urges heir, like wave impelling wave. 

All vaſl poſſeſſions (juſt the ſame the caſe 

Whether you call them Villa, Park, or Chaſe) 
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Alas, my BaTauxsT! what will they avail ! 

Join Cotſwood hills to Saperton's fait dale, 

Let riſing Granaries and Temples here, 

There mingled farms and pyramids appear, 

Link towns to towns with avenues of oak, 

Incloſe whole downs in walls, tis all a joke! 

Incxorable Death ſhall level all, 

And trees, and ſtones, and farms, and farmer fall, 
Gold, Silver, Iv'ry, Vaſes ſculptur'd high, 

Paint, Marble, Gems, and robes of Perſian dye, 

There are who have not—and thank heaven there are, 

Who, if they have not, think not worth their care. 

Talk what you will of Taſte, my friend, you'll find 

Two of a face, as ſoon as of a mind. 

Why, of two brothers, rich and reſtleſs one 

 Plows, burns, manures, and toils from ſun to ſun; 

The other lights, for women, ſports, and wines, 

All Townſhend's Turnips, and all Groſvenor's mines: 

Why one like Bu—— with pay and ſcorn content, 

Bows and votes on, in Court and Parliament ; 

One, driven by ſtrong Benevolence of ſoul, 

Shall fly, like Oglethorpe, from pole to pole : 

Is known alone to that Directing Power, 

Who forms the Genius in the natal hour; 

That God of Nature, who, within us ſtill, 

Inclines our action, not conſtrains our will; 

Various of temper, as of face or frame, 

Each individual: His great end the fame. 
Yes, Sir, how ſmall however be my heap, 

A part I will enjoy, as well as keep, 
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My heir may ſigh, and think it want of grace 
A man ſo poor would live without a place: 
But ſure no ſtatute in his favour ſays, 
How free, or frugal, I ſhall paſs my days: 
I, who at ſometimes ſpend, at others ſpare, 
Divided between careleſsneſs and care. 
'Tis one thing madly to diſperſe my ſtore; 
Another, not to heed to treaſure more; 
Glad, like a boy, to ſnatch the firſt good day, 
And pleas'd, if ſordid want be far away. 
What is't to me (a paſſenger God wot) 
Whether my veſſel be firſt-rate or not? 
The ſhip itſelf may make a better figure, 
But I that fail, am neither leſs nor bigger. 
I neither ſtrut with every fav'ring breath, 
Nor ſtrive with all the tempeſt in my teeth. 
In power, wit, figure, virtue, fortune, plac'd 
Behind the foremoſt, and before the laſt. 
% But why all this of Av'rice? I have none.” 

I wiſh you joy, Sir, of a Tyrant gone; 
But does no other lord it at this hour, 
As wild and mad; the Avarice of power ? 
Does neither Rage inflame, nor. fear appall ? 
Not the black fear of death, that ſaddens all? 
With terrors round, can Reaſon hold her throne, 
Deſpiſe the known, nor tremble at th' unknown ? 
Survey both worlds, intrepid and entire, 
In ſpite of witches, devils, dreams and fire ? 
Pleas'd to look forward, pleas'd to look behind, 
And count each birth-day with a gratcful mind ? 
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Has life no ſourneſs, drawn fo near its end; 
Canſt thou endure a foe, forgive a friend ? 
Has age but melted the rough parts away, 
As winter-fruits grow mild ere they decay ? 

When of a hundred thorns, you pull out one ? 
Learn to live well, or fairly make your will; 
You've play d, and low d, and eat, and drank your fill 

Walk ſober off; before a ſprightlier age 

Comes titt'ring on, and ſhoves you from the ſtage: 
Leave ſuch to trifle with more grace and caſe, 
Whom Folly pleaſes, and whoſe Follics pleaſe. 
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VERSIFIE D 


Quid vetat et noſmet Lacil ſcripta legentes 
Verſiculos natura magis factos, ct euntes 
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Es; thank my ſtars! as early as I knew 
This Town, I had the ſenſe to hate it too: 

Yet here, as even in Hell, there muſt be till 

One Giant-Vice, ſo excellently ill, 

That all beſide, one pities, not abhors ; 

As who knows Sappho, ſmiles at other whores. 

I grant that Poetry's a crying fin; 

It brought (no doubt) th* Exciſe and Army in: 

Catch'd like the Plague, or Love, the Lord knows how,, 

But that the cure is ſtarving, all allow. 

Yet like the Papiſt's is the Poet's ſtate, 

Poor and diſarm'd, and hardly worth your hate! 
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SIR; though (1 thank God for it) I do hate 
Perfectly all this town; yet there's one ſtate 

In all ill things, ſo excellently beſt, 

That hate towards them, breeds pity towards the reſt; 


Though Poetry, indeed, be ſuch a (in, 


As I think, that brings dearth and Spaniards in: 
Tho! like the peſtilence, and old faſhion'd love, 
Riddlingly it catch men, and doth remove 
Never, till it be ſtarv'd out; yet their ſtate 
Is poor, diſarm'd, like Papiſts not worth hate. 
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Here a lean bard, whoſe wit could never give 
Hmſelf a dinner, makes an actor live: 
The Thief condemn'd, in law already dead, 


80 prompts, and ſaves a rogue who cannot read, 


Thus as the pipes of ſome carv'd Organ move, 
The gilded puppets dance and mount above. 
Heav'd by the breath th'inſpiring bellows blow : 
'Th' inſpiring bellows lic and pant below. 

One ſings the Fair; but ſongs no longer move; 
No rat is rhym'd to death, nor maid to love: 
In love's, in nature's ſpite, the ſiege they hold, 
And ſcorn the fieth, the dev'l, and all but gold. 

Theſe write to Lords, ſome mean reward to get, 
As needy beggars ſing at doors for meat. 
Thoſe write becauſe all write, and fo have till 
 Fxcuſe for writing, and for writing ill. 


One (like a wretch, which at bar judg'd as dead. 


Yet prompts him which ſtands next, and cannet read, 


And faves his life) gives Idiot Actors means 
(Starving himſelf) to live by's labour'd ſcenes. 

As in ſome Organs, Puppets dance above, 

And bellows pant below, which them do move. 
One would move love by rhymes ; but witchcraft 


Bring not now their old fears, not their old harms; 


Rams and ſlings now are ſilly battery, 
Piſtolets are the beſt artillery. 

And they who write to Lords, rewards to get, 
Are they not like fingers at doors for meat: 
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And they who write, becauſe all write, have ſtill 


Others wits fruits, and in his ravenous maw 
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Wretched indeed! but far more wretched yet 
Is he who makes his meal on others wit : 
Tis chang'd, no doubt, from what it was before, 
His rank digeſtion makes it wit no more : 
Senſe, paſt thro' him, no longer is the ſame; 


For food digeſted takes another name. 


I paſs o'er all thoſe Confeſſors and Martyrs, 


Who live like S—tt—n, or who die like Chartres, 
Out- cant old Eſdras, or out-drink his heir, 
Out-uſure Jews, or Iriſhmen out- ſwear; 


Wicked as pages, who in early years 

Act fins which Priſca's Confeſſor ſcarce hears. 
Even thoſe I pardon, for whoſe ſinful fake 
Schoolmen new tenements in hell muſt make; 


That *ſcuſe for writing, and for writing ill. 
But he is worſt, who beggarly doth chaw 


Rankly digeſted, doth theſe things out- ſpue, 

As his owa things; and they're his own, tis true, 

For if one cat my meat, tho” it be known 

The meat was mine, the excrement's his own. 
But.theſe do me no harm. nor they which uſe, 
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T' out-drink the ſea, t' out- ſwear the Letanie, 

Who with ſins all kinds as familiar be 

As Confeſſors, and for whoſe ſinful ſake | 

Schoolmen new tenements in hell muſt make; 
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Of whoſe ſtrange crimes no Canoniſt can tell 

In what Commandment's large contents, they dwell. 
One, one man only breeds my juſt offence; | 

Whom crimes gave wealth, and wealth gave impudence 

Time, that at laſt matures a clap to pox, ; 

Whoſe gentle progreſs makes a calf an ox, 

And brings all natural events to paſs, 

Hath made him an Attorney of an Aſs. 

No young divine, new-benefic'd, can be 

More pert, more proud, more poſitive than he. 
What further could I wiſh the fop to do, 

But turn a wit, and ſcribble verſes too? 

Pierce the ſoft lab'rinth of a Lady's car 

With rhymes of this per cent. and that per year? 

Or court a Wife, ſpread out his wily parts, 

Like nets or lime-twigs, fot rich widows hearts; 


Whoſe ſtrange fins Canoniſts could hard!y tell 

In which Commandment's large receit they dwell. 
But theſe puniſh themſclves. The inſolence 

Of Caſcus, only, breeds my juſt offence, 

Whom time (which rots all, and makes botches pox, 

And plodding on, muſt make a calf an ox) 

Hath made a Lawyer; which (alas) of late; 

But ſcarce a Poet : jollier of this ſtate, 

Than are new-benefic'd Miniſters, he throws 

Like nets or lime-twigs whereſoe er he goes 

His title of Barriſter on «v'ry wench, 


And wooes in language of the Pleas and Bench, LE 
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Call himſelf Barriſter to every wench, 

And wooe in language of the Pleas and Bench? 

Language, which Boreas might to Auſter hold 

More rough than forty Germans when they ſcold, 
Curs'd be the wretch, ſo venal and fo vain : 

Paltry and proud, as drabs in Drury-lane. 

| 'Tis ſuch a bounty as was never known, 

| If PzTzR deigns to help you to your own: 

| What thanks, what praiſe, if Peter but ſupplics ! 

And what a ſolemn face, if he denies ! 

Grave, as when pris'ners ſhake the head and ſwear 
"Twas only Surctiſhip that brought em there. 
His Office keeps your Parchment fates entire, 

He ſtarves with cold to ſave them from the fire; 

| For you he walks the ſtreets thro' rain or duſt, 
For not in Chariots Peter puts his truſt; 


mm 


Words, words which would tear 
The tender labyrinth of a Maid's ſoft car : 


More, more than ten Sclavonians ſcolding, more 


Than when winds in our ruin'd Abbyes roar. 

Then ſick with Poetry, and poſſeſt with Muſe 
Thou waſt, and mad I hop'd; but men which chaſe 
Law practice for meer gain; bold ſoul repute 

Worſe than imbrothel'd ſtrumpets proſtitute. 

Now like an owl-like watchman he muſt walk, 
His hand till at a bill; now he muſt talk 

Idly, like priſoners, which whole months will ſwear, 
That only ſuretyſhip hath brought them there, 
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For you he ſweats and labours at the laws, 

Takes God to witneſs he afftcts your cauſe, 

And lies to every Lord in every ting, 

Like a King's Favourite—or like a King. 

Theſe are the talents that adorn them all, 

From wicked Waters even to godly * . 

Not more of Simony beneath black gowns, 

Not more of baſtardy in beirs to Crowns. 

In ſhillings and in pence. at firſt they deal; 

And ſteal fo little, few perceive they ſteal ; 
Till, like the fea, they compaſs all the land, 
From Scots to Wight, from Mount to Dover ſtrand: 
And when rank Widows purchaſe luſcious nights, 
Or when a Duke to Furſen punts at White's, 
Or City-Heir in mortgage melts away ; 

Satan himſelf feels far leſs joy than they, 


And to every ſuitor lye in every thing, 

Like a King's Favourite—or like a King. 

Like a wedge in a block. wring to the barre, 
Bearing like aſſes, and more ſhameleſs farre 
Than carted whores, lye to the grave Judge ; for 
Baſtardy abounds not in the King's titles, nor 
Simony and Sodomy in Church-men's lives, 

As theſe things do in him ; by theſe he thrives. 
Shortly (as th' ſea) he'll compaſs all the land, 


From Scots to Wight, from Mount to Dover ſtrand: 


| And ſpying heirs melting with Luxury, 
Satan will not joy at their fins as be: 
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Tor (as a thrifty wench ſcrapes kitchen-ſtuff, 


Short Pater-nojters, ſaying as a Fryes. 
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Piecemeal they win this acre firſt, then that, 
Glean on, and gather up the whole eſtate. 

Then ſtrongly fencing ill-got wealth by law, 
Indentures, Covenants, Atticles they draw, 
Large as the fields themſelves, and larger far 
Than Cival Codes, with all their Gloſſes, are; 
$ vaſt, our new Divines, we muſt confeſs, 
Are Fathers of the Church for writing leſs. 

But let them write for you, each rogue impairs 
The deeds, and dextrouſly omits, ſes beires : 
No Commentator can more flily paſs 

Oer a learn'd, unintelligible place: 


| Or, in quotation, ſhrewd Divines leave out 
Thoſe words, that would againſt them clear the doubt. 
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And barreling the droppings, and the ſnuffe 

Of waſting candles, which in thirty year, 

Reliquely kept, perchance buys wedding chear) 
Piccemeal he gets lands, and ſpends as much time 
Wringing each acre, as maids pulling prime. 

In parchment then, large as the fields, he draws 
Aſſurances, big as gloſs'd civil laws, 

Þ huge that men (in our times forwardneſs) 

Are Fathers of the Church for writiog leſs. 

Theſe he writes not ; nor for theſe written payes, 
Therefore ſpares no length (as in thoſe firlt daes) 
When Luther was profcfh, he did deſire 
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So Luther thought the Pater - noſter long, 
When doom'd to ſay his beads and Even-ſong ; 
But having caſt his cowl, and left thoſe laws, 
Adds to Chriſt's prayer, the Power and Glory clauſe, 
The lands are bought; but where are to be found 
Thoſe ancient woods, that ſhaded all the ground? 
We ſee no new-built palaces aſpire, 
No kitchens emulate the veſtal fire. 
Where are thoſe troops of Poor, that throng'd of yore 
The good old landlord's hoſpitable door ? 
Well, 1 could wiſh, that till in lordly domes 
Some beaſts were kill'd, tho' not whole hecatombs; 
That both extremes were baniſh'd from their walls, 
Carthuſian faſts, and fulſome Bacchanals ; . 
And all mankind might that juſt Mean obſerve, 


In which none e er could furfeit, none could ſtarve. 


Earh day his beads ; but having left thoſe laws, 
Adds to Chriſt's prayer, the power and glory clauſe. 
But when he ſells or changes land, h' impaires 
The writings, and (unwatch'd) leaves out, ſes beires, 
As lily as any Commenter goes by 
Hard words, or ſenſe; or, in Divinity 
As controverters in vouch'd Texts, leave out 
Shrewd _— which might againſt them clear the 
[tofow 
8 ſpread woods which cloath'd he 
Thoſe bought lands? not built, nor burnt within doa. 
Where the old landlords troops, and alms! In halls 


Carthuſian Faſts, and fulſome Bacchanals 
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But oh! theſe works are not in faſhiop now: 


Extremely fine, but what no man will wear. 
Thus much Ire faid, I truſt without offence ? 


Let no Court Sycophant pervert my ſenſe, 
Nor fly Informer watch theſe words to draw 


| Within the reach of Treaſon, or the Law. 


| Equally I hate, Mean's bleſt. In rich men's homes 
I bid kill ſome beaſts, but no hecatombs; 

None ſtarve, none ſurfeit ſo. But (oh) we allow 
Good works as good, but out of faſhion now, 
Like old rich wardrobes. But my words none draws 
Within the vaſt reach of th huge ſtatutes jaws. 


Vor. III. 8 
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SATIRE W. 


WELL, if it be my time to quit the ſtage, 
Adieu to all the follies of the age! 

die in charity with fool and knave, 

Secure of peace at leaſt beyond the grave. 

I've had my Purgatory here betimes, 

And paid for all my fatires, all my rhymes. 

The Poet's hell, its tortures, fiends, and flames, 

To this were trifles, toys, arid empty names. 
With fooliſh pride my heart was never fir'd, 

Nor the vain itch admire, or be admir'd; 

I hop'd for no commiſſion from his Grace; 

I bought no benefice, I begg'd no place; 

Had no new verſes, nor new ſuit to ſhow; 

Let went to Court the Dev'l would have it ſo. 
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SATIRE 1, 


VWELL; I may now receive, and die. My fn 
Indeed is great, but yet I have been in 

A Purgatory, ſuch as fear'd Hell is 

A recreation, and ſcant map of this. 


My mind, neither with pride's itch, nor had bas 


Poyſon'd with love to ſee or to be ſeen, 
I had no ſuit there, nor new ſuit to ſhow, 
Yet went to Court; but as Glare which did go 
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Bat, as the fool that in reforming days 
Would go to Maſs in jeſt (as ſtory fays 
Could not but think to puy his fine was odd, 


Since *twas no form'd deſign of ferving Goo; 
o was I puniſn'd, as if ſull as proud, 


As prone to ill, as negligent of good, 
As deep in debt, without a thought to pay, 
As vain, as idle, and as falſe, as they 


| Who live at Court, for going once that way! 


Scarce was I enter'd, when, bchold there came 
A thing which Adam had been pos'd to name; 


Noah had refus'd it lodging in his Ark, 


Where all the Race of Reptiles might embark; 

A vericr monſter, than on Africk's ſhore 

The ſun c'er got, or flimy — bore, 

To maſs in a jeſt catch'd, was ſain to diſburſe 

Two hundred markes, which is the ſtatutcs curſe, 
Before he ſcap'd: ſo it pleas'd my deſtiny 

(Guilty of my fin of going)to think me 

As prone to all ill, and of good as forget- 
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full, as proud, luſtfull, as much in debt, 


As vain, as witleſs, and as falſe, as they 
Which dwell in Court, for once going that way. 
Therefore I ſuffer'd this; towards me did run 


IA thing more ſtrange, than on Nile's ſlime the ſun 


'E'er bred, or all which into Noah's Ark came: 


A thing which would have pos d Adam to name; 
Stranger than ſeven Antiquaries ſtudies, | | 


Than Afcick monſters, Guianacs racities, 
8 2 
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Or Sloane or wood ward's wond'rous ſhelves contain, 
Nay all that lying Travellers can feign. 

The watch would hardly let him paſsat noon, 

At night would ſwear him dropt out of the moon. 
One, whom the mob, when next we find or make 
A popiſh plot, ſhall for a Jeſuit take, 
And the wiſe juſtice ſtarting from his chair 

Cry, by your Prieſthood tell me what you are? 
Such was the wight : 'Th' apparel on his back, 


Tho coarſe, was rev rend, and though bare, was black: 


The ſuit, if by the faſhion one might gueſs, 
Was velvet in the youth of good Queen Beſs, 
But mere tuff-taffety what now remain'd; 

So Time, that changes all things, had ordain'd ! 
Our ſons ſhall ſee it leiſurely decay, | 
Firſt turn plain raſh, then vaniſh quite away. 
Stranger than ſtrangers: one who for a Dane, 

In the Danes Maſſacre had ſure been lain, 
If he had liv'd then ; and without help dies, 
When next the Prentices gainſt ſtrangers riſe; 
One whom the watch at noon lets ſcarce go by; 
One, to whom the examining Juſtice ſure would cry, 
Sir, by your prieſthood tell me what you are ? 

Ms Guts woe Grange, tho' carte, and black, 

tho bare, 

Sleeveleſs his jerkin was, and it had been 
Velvet, but was now (ſo much ground was ſeen) 
Become Tuſſtaſſaty: and our children ſhall | 
Gee it plain raſh a while, then nought at all. 
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This thing has travel'd, ſpeaks each language too, 
And knows what's fit for every ſtate to do; - 

Of whoſe beſt phraſe and courtly action join'd, 

He forms one tongue, exotic and reſin d. 

Talkers l've learn'd to bear; Motteux I knew, 
Henley himſelf I've heard, and Budgel too. 

The Doctor's wormwood ſtyle, the Haſh of tongues 
A Pedant makes the ſtorm of Godſon's lungs, 

The whole Artill'ry of the terms of War, 

And all (thoſe plagues in one) the bawling bar: 
Theſe I could bear; but not a rogue ſo civil, 
Whoſe tongue will compliment you to the devil. 

A tongue, that can cheat Widows, cancel cores, 
Make Scots ſpeak treaton, cozen tubtleſt whores, 
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The thing hath travail'd, and, faith, ſpeaks all tongues 

And only knoweth what to all States belones, 

Made of th' accents, and beſt phraſe of all theſe, 

He ſpeaks one langu nge. If ſtrange meats diſpleaſe, 

You would leave loneneſs. I faid, not alone 

Art can deceive, or hungar force my taſt; 

But pedants motly tongue, ſoldiers bumbaſt, 

 Mountebanks drug-tongue, vor the terms of law, 

Are ſtrong enough preparatives to draw 

Me to hear this, yet I muſt be content 

With his tongue, in his tongue call d Complement : 

In which he can win Widows, and pay ſcorcs, 

Make men ſpeak treaſon, cozen tubtleit whores, 
S 3. | 
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With royal Favourites in flattery vie, 
And Oldmixon and Burnet both out- lie. 

He ſpies me out; I whiſper, Gracious Gov ! 
What ſin of mine could merit fuch a rod? 
That all the ſhot of dulneſs now muſt be 
From this thy blunderbuſs diſcharg'd on me! 
Permit (he cries) no ſtranger to your fame 
To crave your ſentiment, if s your name. 


What Speech eſteem you moſt? ** The King's,” faidl, | 


But the beſt words? O Sir the Dictionary. 

You miſs my aim; I mean the moſt acute 
And perfect Speater ?—*, Onſlow, paſt diſpute.” 
But, Sir, of writers ? «« Swift, for cl Av, 
% But Hoy for a period of a mile.” 

Why yes, tis granted, theſe indeed may paſs : 
Good common linguiſts, and fo Panurge was; 


— — — 


Out- flatter favourites, or out-lie either, 
Jovius, or Surius, or both together. 

He names me, and comes to me; I whiſper Gon, 
How have I finn'd, that thy wrath's furious Rod, 
This fellow chuſeth me! He faith, Sir, 

I love your judgment, whom do you prefer 
For the beſt Linguiſt? And I ſeelily 

Said that I thought Calepines Dictionary. 
Nay, but of men moſt ſweet Sir? Beza then, 
Some Jeſuits, and two reverend men 

Of our two Academies I nam'd. Here 


He ſiopt me, and faid, Nay your Apoſtles were 
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Nay troth th' Apoſtles (tho' perhaps too rough) 
Had once a pretty gift of Tongues enough: 
Yet theſe were all poor Gentlemen! I dare 
Affirm, 'twas travel made them what they were. 
Thus other talents having nicely ſhown, 
He came by ſure tranſition to his own: 
Till I cry'd out, You prove yourſelf fo able, 
Pity ! you was not Drugger-mar at Babel; 
For had they found a linguiſt half ſo good, 
I make no queſtion but the Tower had ſtood. 

4% Obliging Sir ! for Courts you ſure were made: 
« Why then for ever bury'd in the ſhade ? | 
« Spirits like you, ſhould ſee and ſhould be ſeen, 


| « The King would ſmile on you —at leaſt the Queen," 


Ah gentle Sir! you Courtiers ſo cajoleus 
Bat Tully has it, Nunguam minus ſolus : 
And as for Courts, forgive me, if I ſay 

No leſſons now are taught the Spartan way : 


Good pretty Linguiſts ; fo Panurgus was, 

Yet a poor Gentleman ? all theſe may paſs 

By travail. Then, as if he would have fold 

His tongue, he Hrais d it, and ſuch wonders told, 

That 1 was fain to ſay, If you had liv'd, Sir, 

Time enough. to have been Interpreter 

To Babel's Bricklayers, ſure the Tower had ſtood, 
He adds, If of Court life you knew the good, 

You would leave loneneſs. I ſaid, Not alone 

My loneneſs is; but Spartanes faſhion 
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Tho!" in his pictures Luſt be full difplay'd, 

Few are the Converts Aretine has made; 

And tho' the Court ſhow Vice exceeding clear, 

None ſhould, by my advice, learn Virtue there. 
At this entranc'd, he lifts his hands and eyes, 

Squeaks like a high-ſtretch'd lute-ſtring, and replies; 

% Oh *tis the ſweeteſt of all earthly things 

« To gaze on Princes, and to talk of Kings!“ 

Then, happy Man who ſhows the Tombs ! ſaid I, 

He dwells admidit the royal Family ; 

He every day from King to King can walk, 

Of all our Harries, all our Edwards talk, 

And get by ſpeaking truth of monarchs dead, 

What few can of the living, Eafe and Bread. 

Lord, Sir, a meer Mechanic! ſtrangely low, 

% And coarſe of phraſe, —your Engliih all are fo, 


tt 


To teach by painting drunkards, doth not Jaſt 
Now, Aretine's pictures have made few chaſte ; 

No more can Princes Courts (tho' there be few 
Better pictures of vice) teach me virtue. 

| He like to a high-ſtretch'd lute-ſtrink ſqueaks, os 
Tis ſweet to talk of Kings. At Weſtminſter, 

Said I, the man that keeps the Abbey-tombs, 
And for his price, doth with whoever comes 

Of all our Harrys, and our Edwards talk, 

From King to King, and all their kin can walk : 


Your ears ſhall hear nought but Kings; your eyes met | 


Kings only: the way to it is King's-ſtreet. 


| 
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«© How elegant your Frenchman ?” Mine, d'ye mean? 
I have but one, I hope the fellow's clean. | 
% Oh! Sir, politely ſo! nay, let me die, 

* Your only wearing is your Padua-ſoy."” 

Not, Sir, my only, I have better ſtill, 

Wild to get looſe, his patience I provoke, 

Miſtake, confound, object at all he ſpoke, 

But as coarſe iron, ſharpen'd, mangles more, 
And itch moſt hurts when anger'd to a fore; 


[ So when you plague a fool, tis ſtill the curſe, 


You only make the matter worſe and worſe. 
He paſt it o'er; aſſects an eaſy ſmile, 


At all my peeviſhneſs, and turns his ſtyle. 


He aſks, ** What news?” I tell him of new Plays, 
New Eunuchs, Harlequins, and Operas. 


He ſmack'd, and cry'd, He's baſe, mechanique, coarſe, 
80 are all your Engliſhmen in their diſcourſe. 

Are not your Frenchmen neat ? Mine, as you ſee, 
I have but one, Sir, look, he follows me. 

Certes they are neatly cloath'd. I of this mind am, 
Your only wearing is your Grogaram. 

Not ſo, Sir, I have more. Under this pitch 

He would not fly; I chaff' d him: but as Itch 
Scratch into ſmart, and as blunt Iron ground 
Into an edge, hurts worſe : ſo, I (fool) found, 

| Croſling hurt me. To fit my ſullenneſs, | 


| He to another key his ſtyle doth dreſs; 
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He hears, and as a Still with ſimples in it 

Between each drop it gives, ſtays half a minute, 
Loth to inrich me with too quick replies, 

By little and by little, drops his lies. 

Meer houſhold traſh! of birth-nights, balls and ſhows, 
More than ten Holinſheads, or Halls, or Stows. 
When the Queen frown'd or fmil'd, he knows; and what 
A fubtle Miniſter may make of that : 

Who fins with whom: who got his penſion rug, 

Or quicken d a reverſion by a drug: 

Whoſe place is quarter'd out, three parts in four, 
And whether to a Biſhop, or a Whore: 

Who having loſt his credit, pawn'd his rent, 

Is therefore fit to have a government : 

Who in the ſecret, deals in Stocks ſecure, 

And cheats th' unknowing Widow and the Poor: 


And aſks what news; I tell him of new playes, 

He takes my hand, and, as a Still, which ſtayes 

A Sembrief 'twixt each drop, he niggardly, 

As loth to inrich me, ſo tells many a ly. 

More than ten Hollenſheads, or Halls, or Stows, 

Or trivial houſhold traſh : He knows, he knows 
When the Queen frown'd or ſinil'd, and he knows what 
A ſubtle Stateſman may gather of that ; 

He knows who loves whom; and who by poiſon 
Haſtes to an offices reverſion; 

Who waſtes in meat, in clothes, in horſe, ern 
Who loveth whores 


| 
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Who makes a Truſt of Charity, a Job, 

And gets an Act of Parliament to rob: 

Why Turnpikes riſe, and now no Cit nor Clown 
Can gratis ſee the country or the town: 

Shortly no lad ſhall chuck, or lady vole, 

But ſome exciſing Courtier will have toll. 

He tells what ſtrumpet places ſells for life, 

What Squire his lands, what Citizen his wife: 
At laſt (which proves him wiſer till than all) 
What Lady's face is not a whited wall. 

A s one of Wooodward's patients, ſick and ſore, 
Ü puke, I nauſeate, yet he thruſts in more: 
Trims Europe's balince, tops the ſtateſman's part, 
And talks Gazettes and Poſt-boys o'cr by heart. 
Like a big wife at fight of loathſome meat 
Ready to caſt, I yawn, I ſigh, and ſweat. 


i 


1 


He knows who had ſold his land, and now doth beg 
A licence, old iron, boots, ſhoes, and egge- 

Shells to tranſport; ſhortly boys ſhall not play 

At ſpan-counter, or blow - point but ſhall pay 

Toll to ſome Courtier; and wiſer than all us, 

He knows what lady is not painted. Thus 

He with home meats cloyes me. | belch, ſpue. ſpit, 
Look pale and ſickly, like a Patient, yet 

He thruſts on more, and as he had undertook, 

To ſay Gallo-Belgicus without book, 

Speaks of all States and deeds that have been ſince 
The Spaniards came to th' loſs Amyens, 
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Then as a licenc'd ſpy, whom nothing can 
Silence or hurt, he libels the great Man; 
Swears every place entail'd for years to come, 
In ſure ſucceſſion to the day of doom : 

He names the price for every office paid, 
And fays our wars thrive ill, becauſe delay'd ; 
Nay hints, 'tis by connivance of the Court, 
That Spain robs on, and Dunkirk's ſtill a Port. 
Not more amazement ſciz'd on Circe's gueſts, - 
Jo ſee themſelves fall endlong into beaſts, 
Than mine to find a ſubject ſtay d and wiſe 
Already half turn'd traitor by furprize. 

I felt th' infection flide from him to me, 

As in the pox, ſome give it to get free; 


Like a big wife, at ſight of loathed meat, 
Ready to travail: ſo I ſigh, and ſweat 

To hear this Makaron talk: in vain, for yet, 
Fither my humour, or his own to fit, 

He like a priviledg'd fpy, whom nothing can 
Diſcredit, libels now *gainſt each great man. 
He names the price of every office paid, 

He faith our wars thrive ill becauſe delaid ; 
That offices are intail'd, and that there are 
Perpetuities of them, laſting as far 

At the laſt day; and that great Officers 

Do with the Spaniards ſhare, and Dunkirkers. 
Il more amaz'd than Circe's priſoners, when 
They felt themſelves turn beaſts, felt myſelf then, 
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And quick to ſwallow me, methought I ſaw 
One of our Giant Statutes ope its jaw. 

In that nice moment, as another Lye 
Stood juſt a-tilt, the miniſter came by. 


Jo him he flies, and bows, and bows again, 


Then, cloſe as Umbra, joins the dirty train. 
Not Fannius' ſelf more impudently near, 
When half his noſe is in his Prince's car. 


— 8 : * * 


Becoming Traytor, and methought I ſaw 
One of our Giant Statutes ope his jaw, 
Jo ſuck me in for hearing him: I found 
| That as burnt venemous Leachers do grow ſound 
By giving others their ſores, I might grow 
Guilty, and he free: Therefore I did ſhow 
All ſigns of loathing ; but ſince I am in, 
I muſt pay mine, and my forefathers ſin 
To the laſt farthing. Therefore to my power 
Toughly and ſtubbornly I bear; but th' hower 
Of mercy now was come: he tries to bring 
Me to pay a fine to ſcape a torturing, 
And fays, Sir, can you ſpare me ? I ſaid, Willingly ; 
Nay, Sir, can you ſpare me a crown? Thankfully I 
Gave it, as ranſom ; but as fidlers, ſtill, . 
Though they be paid to be gone, yet needs will. 
Thruſt one more jigg upon you: ſo did he 
With his long complimental thanks vex me. 
But he is gone, thanks to his needy want, 
And the Prerogative of my Crown ; ſcant 

Nor. HI. 3 
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1 quak'd at heart; and till afraid, to ſee 

All the Court fill'd with ſtranger things than he, 

Ran out as faſt, as one that pays his bail, 

And dreads more actions, hurries from a jail. 
Bear me, ſome God ! oh quickly bear me hence 

To wholeſome Solitude, the nurſe of ſenſe : 

Where Contemplation prunes her ruffled wings, 

And the free ſoul looks down to pity Kings! 

There ſober thought purſu'd th' amuſing theme, 

Till Fancy colour'd it, and form'd a Dream. 

A Viſion hermits can to Hell tranſport, 

And forc'd even me to ſee the damn'd at Court. 

Not Dante dreaming all th' infernal ſtate, 

Beheld ſuch ſcenes of envy, fin, and hate. 

Baſe Fear becomes the guilty, not the free; 

Suits Tyrants, Plunderers, but ſuits not me : 


His thanks were ended, when I (which did ſee 

All the Court fill'd with more ſtrange things than he) 

Ran from thence with ſuch, or more haſt than one 

Who fears more actions, doth haſt from priſon. 
At home in wholeſome ſolitarineſs 

My pitcous ſoul began the wretchednefs 

Of ſuitors at ccurt to mourn, and a trance 

Like his, who dreamt he ſaw hell, did advance 

Itſelf o er me: ſuch men as he {aw there 

I faw at court, and worſe and more. Low fear 

Becomes the guilty, net th'accuicr : Ihen, 

Shall I, nonc's ſlave, cf High- born or rais'd men 
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shall I, the Terror of this ſinful town, 
Care, if a liv'ry'd Lord or ſmile or frown ? 
Who cannot flatter, and deteſt who can, 
Tremble before a noble Serving-man ? 

O my fair miſtreſs, Truth ! ſhall I quit thee 
For huffing, braggart, puft Nobility ? 

Thou, who ſince yeſterday haſt roll'd oer all 
The buſy, idle blockheads of the ball, 

Haſt thou, oh Sun! beheld an emptier ſort, 
Than ſuch as ſwell this bladder of a court? 
Now pox on thoſe who ſhew a Court in wax / 
It ought to bring all Courtiers on their backs : 
Such painted puppets! ſuch a varniſh'd race 
Of hollow gew-gaws, only dreſs and face ! 
Such waxen noſes, ſtately ſtaring things 
No wonder ſome folks bow, and think them Kings. 


Fear frowns; and my miſtreſs Truth, betray thee 

For th' huffing, braggart, puft nobility ? 

No, no, thou which ſince yeſterday haſt been, 

Almoſt about the whole world, i? thou cen, 

O ſun, in all thy journey, vanity, 

Such as ſwells the bladder of our court ? 1 

Think he which made your Waxen garden, and 

Tranſported it from Italy, to ſtand 

With us at London, flouts our Courtiers; "ER 

Juſt ſuch gay painted things, which no ſap, nor 

Taſte have in them, ours are; and natural 

Some of the ſtocks are; their fruits baſtard all. 
„„ 
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See! where the Britiſh youth, engag'd no more, | Sail 
At Fig's, at White' s, with felons, or a whore, So V 
Pay their laſt duty to the Court, and come Top 
All freſh and fragrant, to the drawing- room:; ĩ I He 
In hues as gay, and odours as divine, 1 
As the fair fields they fold to look ſo fine. An 
That's Velvet for a King !” the flatt'rer ſwears ; Sus 
*Tis true; for ten days hence twill be King Lear s. Fo 


Our Court may juſtly to our ſtage give rules, * 
That helps it both to fools- coats and to fools. | T 
And why not players ſtrut in courtiers cloaths ? Bm 
For theſe are actors too, as well as thoſe : T 
Wants reach all ſtates; they beg but better dreſt, 8 
And all is ſplendid poverty at beſt. 0 


Painted for ſight, and efſenc'd for the ſmell, 
Like frigates fraught with ſpice and cochine l, 


"Tis ten a clock and paſt; all whom the mues, 
Baloun, or tennis, diet, or the ſtews | 

Had all the morning held, now the ſecond 

Time made ready, that day, in flocks are found 
In the Preſence, and I (God pardon me) 

As freſh and ſweet their apparels be, as be 

Their fields they fold to buy them. For a King 
Thoſe hoſe are, cry the flatterers; and bring 
Them next week to the theatre to ſell. 
Wants reach all ſtates : me ſeems they do as well 
At ſtage, as courts; all are players. Whoe er looks 
(For themſelves dare not go) o'cr Cheapſide books, 


* 
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Sail in the Ladies: how each pirate eyes 

So weak a veſſel, and fo rich a prize! 

Top-gallant he, and ſhe in all her trim, 

He boarding her, ſhe ſtriking fail to him: 

% Dear Counteſs you have charms all hearts toit!“ 
And * Sweet Sir Fopli ig! you have fo mucu wit!“ 
Such wits and beauties are not prais'd for nought, 
For both the beauty and the wit are bought. 
'Twou'd burſt even Heraclitus with the fplcen, 

To ſee thoſe antics, Fopling and Courtin: 

The Preſence ſeems, with tiiings fo richly odd, 
The moſque of Mahound, or fone queer Pa-god. 
See them ſurvey their lim s by Durer's rules, 

Of all beau-kind the beſt proportion d fools! 


—— —— —ä— 


Shall find their wardrobes inventory. Nov 

The Ladies come. As pizn1tes (which do know 

That there came weak {hips fr:nght with Cutchonel) 
The men board them: and prailt (as they think well, 
Their beauties; they the mens wits; both ar- bon nt. 
Why good wits ne'er wear feurlet gowns, 1 than 
This cauſe, theſe men, mens wits for ſpeeches buy, 
And women buy all red which feail-ts dye. 

Ile call'd her beauty lime-twizs, her hie pet: 

She fears her drugs ill lay'd, her hir lows ity 


Wouldn't Heraclitus laugh to fre Narrite 


From hat to ſhoe, himſelf at door rene, 

As if the Preſence were a Moſque: nnd it 

His Kits and hoſe, and call his clothes to m. K. 
9 = 3 
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Adjuſt their cloaths, and to confeſſion draw 
Thoſe venial fins, an atom, or a ſtraw; 

But oh ! what terrors muſt diſtra the ſoul 
Convicted of that mortal crime, a hole; 

Or ſhould one pound of powder leſs beſpread 
'Thoſe monkey tails that wag behind their head, 
Thus finiſh'd and correfted to a hair, 

They march to prate their hour before the Fair. 
So firſt to preach a white-glov'd Chaplain goes 
With band of lily, and with check of Roſe, 
Sweeter than Sharon, in immac'late trim, 
Neatneſs itſelf impertinent in him. 

Let but the Ladies ſmile and they are bleſt: 
Prodigious ! how the things proteſt, proteſt - 


Making them confeſs not only mortal 

Great ſtains and holes in them, but venial 
Feathers and duſt, wherewith they fornicate : 
And then by Durer's rules ſurvey the ſtate, 

Of his each limb, and with ſtrings the odds tries 
Of his neck to his leg, and waiſt to thighs. 

So in immaculate clothes, and Symmetry 
Perfect as Circles, with ſuch nicety 

As a young preacher at his firſt time goes | 
To preach, he enters, and a lady which owes 
Him not ſo much as good will, he arreſts, 
And unto her proteſts, proteſts, proteſts, 

So much as at Rome would ſerve tohave thrown 
Ten Cardinals into the Inquiſition ; 
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Peace fools, or Gonſon will for Papiſts ſeize you, 
If once he catch you at your Jeſu! Jeſu! 

Nature made every Fop to plague his brother, 
Juſt as one Beauty mortifies another. | 
But here's the Captain that will plague them both, 
Whoſe air cries Arm! whoſe very look's an oath : 
The Captain's honeſt, Sirs, and that's enough, 
| Tho' his ſoul's bullet, and his body buff. 

Ile ſpits fore-right ; his haughty cheſt before, 
Like batt'ring rams, beats open every door; 
And with a face as red, and as awry, 

As Herod's hang-dogs in old Tapeſtry, 
Scarecrow to boys, the breeding woman's curſe, 
Has yet a ſtrange ambition to look worſe; 


— 


And whiſpers by Feſ« ſo oft, that a 
Perſuevant would have raviſh'd him away 
For ſaying our Lady's Pſalter. But tis fit 
That they each other plague, they merit it. 
But here comes Glorious that will plague them both, 
Who in the other extreme only doth | 
Call a rough carcleſsucſs, good faihion : 

Whoſe cloak his ſpurs tear, or whom he ſpits on, 
He cares not, he. His ill words do no harm 
To him; he ruſhes in, as if Arm, arm, 

He meant to cry; and though his face be as ill 
As theirs which in old hangings whip Chriſt, till 
He ſtrives to look worſe; he keeps all in awe; 
Jeſts like a licens d fool, commands like law. 
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Confounds the civil, keeps the rude in ave, 
Jeſts like a licenc'd fool, commands like law. 
Frighted, I quit the room, but leave it fo 

As men from Jails to execution go; 

For hung with deadly ſins I ice the wall, 

And lin'd with Giants deadlicr than them all : 
Each man an * Aſkapart, of ſtrength to toſs 
For quoits, both Temple-bar and Charing-crofs, 
Scar'd at the grizly forms, I ſwear, 1 fly, 

And ſhake all o'er, like a diſcovei'd ſpy. 

Courts are too much for wits ſo weak as mine: 
Charge them with Heaven's Artillery, bo!d Divine! 
From ſuch alone the Great rebukes cndure, 
Vhote Satire's ſacred, and whoſe rage ſccure: 


— — 
* 


Tir'd, now l lcave this place, and but plcas'd 10 
As men from goals to exccution go, 
Go through the great chamber (why is it hung 
With the ſeren deadly fins?) being among 
Thoſe „ Haparte, men big enough to throw 
Charing Cre for a bar, men that do know 
No token of worth, but Queens man, and fine 
Living; barrels of becf, flaggons of wine. 
1 ſhook like a fpied Spie — Preachers which are 
Seas of Wit and Arts, you can, then Gore, 
Drown the fins of this place, but as for me 
Which am but a ſcant brook, encughi thail be 
To waſh the ſtains away: although I yet 
(With Maccabees modeſty) the known merit 
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Tis mine to waſh a few light ſtains, but theirs 
To deluge fin, and drown a Court in tears. 
Howe'er what's now Apocrypha, my Wit, 

In time to come, may paſs for Holy Writ. 


- — — , OO DOOR mn ” — , — — 


Of my work leſſen, yet ſome wiſe men ſhall, 
hope, eſteem my Writs Canonical. | 


, 
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Fr. Vor twice a twelve month vou apppear in Print, 


And when it comes, the Court ſee nothing in't. 


lou grow correct, that once with Rapture writ, 


And are, b«fides, too moral for a Wit. 

Decay of parts, alas! we ail muſt fect — 

Why now, this moment. don't I fee you cat? 
Tis all from Horace; Horace long before ye 


1 id, Torics call d him Whiz, and Whigs a Tory 3 


And taught his Romans, in much better metre, 

& To laugh at Fools who put their truſt in Peter.“ 
But Horuce, di-, was delicate, was nice; 

Bubo obſcrecs, he laſh'd no ihrt of Vice: 

Horace would ſay, Sir billy {er v'd the Cr: vin, 

Runt could 4 By acl, Heggins £:cw tbe Towns 

In Sappho tovch the Fuse Sex, 


_Pharer'rend Lmops auic tone ſma'; Net, 
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And own the Spaniard did a waggiſh thing, 

Who cropt our Ears, and ſent them to the King. 

His ſly, polite, inſinuating ſtyle 

Could pleaſe at Court, and make AvovsTvus ſmile: 

An artful Manager, that crept between 

His Friend and Shame, and was a kind of Screen. 

But faith your very friends will ſoon be ſore; 

Patriots there are, who wiſh you'd jeſt no more 

And where's the Glory! 'twill be only thought 

The Great man never offer'd you a groat. 

Go ſee Sir Ronen T— 
5 P. See Sir Rosnar hum 

And never laugh — for all my life to come? 

Seen him I have, but in his happier hour 

Of Social Pleaſure, ill-exchang'd for Power; 

Seen him, uncumber'd with the venal tribe, 

Smile without Art, and win without a Bribe. 

Would he oblige me ? let me only find, 

He does not think me what he thinks mankind. 

Come, come, at all 1 laugh he laughs, no doubt; 

The only diff rence is, I dare laugh out. 


F. Why yes: with Scripture ſtill you may be a | 


A Horſe-laugh, if you pleaſe, at Honeſty; 

A Joke on [:xvr, or ſome odd d I, big 

Who never chang'd his Principle, or Wig : 

A Patriot 1s a Fool in every age, 

Whom all Lord Chamberlains allow the Stage: 

Theſe nothing hurts; they Keep their Faſhion ſtill, 

And wear their ſtrange old Virtue, as they will. 
If any aſk vou, Who's the Man, io near 


4% His Prince, that writcs in Verſe, and bas his car?“ 
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That firſt was H—vy's, F—'s next, and then 
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Why anſwer, LyTTELToON, and I'll engage 


The worthy youth ſhall ne'er bein a rage : 
But were his Verſes vile, his Whiſper baſe, 


| You'd quickly find him in Lord Fanny's caſe. 


Sejanus, Wolſey, hurt not honeſt Frevary, 
But well may put ſome Stateſman in a fury. 

Laugh then at any, but at Fools or Foes; 
Theſe you but anger, and you mend not thoſe. 
Laugh at your Friends, and if your Friends are ſore, 
So much the better, you may laugh the more. 


To vice and Folly to confine the jeſt, 


Sets half the world, Gon knows, againſt the reſt; _ 
Did not the Sneer of more impartial men 

At Senſe and Virtue, balance all agen. 
Judicious Wits ſpread wide the Ridicule, 

And charitably comfort Knave and Fool. 

P. Dear Sir, forgive the prejudice of Youth : 
Adieu Diſtinction, Satire, Warmth, and Truth! 
Come, harmleſs Characters that no one hit; 
Come, Henley's Oratory, Oſborn's Wit ! 
The Honey dropping from Favonio's tongue, 


; | The Flow'rs of Bubo, and the Flow of Y-ng ! 


The gracious Dew of Pulpit Eloquence, 
And all the well-whipt cream of Courtly Senſe, 


The S—te's, and then H-—vy's once agen. 

O come, that eaſy, Ciceronian ſtyle, 

So Latin, yet ſo Engliſh all the while, 

As, tho' the Pride of Middleton and Bland, 

All Boys may read, and Girls may underſtand ! 
Vor. III. U 
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Then might I ſing, without the leaſt offence, 
And all I ſung ſhould be the Nation's Senſe ; 
Or teach the melancholy Muſe to mourn, 

Hang the ſad Verſe on Canotina's Urn, 

And hail her paſſage to the Realms of Reſt, 
All parts perform'd, and all her children bleſt ! 
So—Satire is no more feel it die 

No Gazetlieer more innocent than 

And let, a Gop's-name, ev'ry Fool and Knave 
Be grac'd tho' Life, and flatter'd in his Grave. 


F. Why ſo? if Satire knows its Time and Place, 


You ſtill may laſh the greateſt—in Diſgrace : 

For Merit will by turns forſake them all; 
Would you know when? exactly when they fall. 
But let all Satire in all Changes ſpare 

Immortal S———-k and grave De rr. 

Silent and ſoft, as Saints remove to Heav'n, 

All Tyes diſſolv'd, and ev'ry Sin forgiv'n, 

Theſe may ſome gentle miniſterial Wing 

Receive, and place for ever near a King 

There, where no Paſſion, Pride, or Shame tranſport, 
Lull'd with the ſweet Nepenthe of a Court ; 

There, where no Father's, Brother's Friend's diſgrace 
Once break their reſt, or ſtir them from their Place: 
But paſt the Senſe of human Miſeries, 

All tears are wip'd for ever from all eyes; 

No check is known to bluſh, no heart to throb, 
Save when they loſe a Queſtion, or a Job. 


P. Cocd Heav'n forbid, that I ſhould blaſt their glory, 


Who kaow how like Whig Miniſters to Tory. 
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And when three Sov'reigns dy'd, could ſcarce be vext, 
Conſid'ring what a gracious Prince was next. 


$ Have I, in ſilent wonder, ſeen ſuch things 


As Pride in Slaves, and Avarice in Kings; 


And at a Peer, or Pecteſs, ſhall I fret, 


Who ſtarves a Siſter, or forſwears a Debt? 


Virtue, I grant you, is an enipty boaſt; 
ut ſhall the Digaity of Vice be loſt ? | 
le Gods! ſhall Cibber's Son, without rebuke, 
| Swear like a Lord, or Rich out-whore a Duke? 


A Fav'rite's Porter with his Maſter vie, 
Be brib'd as often, and as often lie ? 
Shall Ward draw Contracts with a Stateſman's kill? 
Or Japhet pocket, like his Grace, a Will? | 
ls it for Bond, or Peter, (paltry things 
To pay their Debts, or keep their Faith, like Kings? 
If Blount diſpatch'd himſelf, he play'd the man, 
And fo may'ſt thou, illuſtrious Paſſeran ! 
But ſhall a Printer weary of his life, 
Learn, from their Books, to hang himſelf and Wiſe? 
This, this, my friend, I cannot, muſt not bear ; 
Vice thus abus'd, demands a nation's care : | 
This calls the Church to deprecate our Sin, 
And hurls the Thunder of the Laws on Gin. 
Let modeſt Fos ren, if he will, excell 

Ten Metropolitans in preaching well; 
A ſimple Quaker, or a Quaker's Wife, 
Out-do Landaffe in Doctrine, —yea in Life: 
Let Humble ALLen, with an aukward Shame, 
Do good by ſtralth, and bluſh to find it Fame. 

U3 | 
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Virtne may chuſe the high or low Degree, 

"Tis juſt alike to Virtue, and to me 
Dwell in a Monk, or light upon a King, 

She's ſtill the ſame, belov'd, contented thing. 
Vice is undone, if ſhe forgets her Birth, 

And ſtoops from angels to the Dregs of Earth: 
But tis the Fall degrades her to a Whore; 

Let Greatneſs own her, and ſhe's mean no more, 


Her Birth, her Beauty, Crouds and Courts confeſs, 
Chaſte Matrons praiſe her, and grave Biſhops bleſs; 


In golden Chains the willing world ſhe draws, 
And hers the Goſpel is, and hers the Laws, 
Mounts the Tribunal, lifts her ſcarlet head, 
And ſees pale virtue carted in her ſtead. 

Lo! at the wheels of her triumphal Car, | 
Old England's Genius, rough with many a Scar, 
Dragg d in the duſt! his arms hang idly round, 
His Flag inverted trails along the ground! 

Our Youth, all livry'd o'er with foreign Gold, 
Before her dance: bchind her, crawl the Old ! 
See thronging Millions to the Pagod run, 

And offer Country, Parent, Wife, or Son! 
Hear her black Trumpet thra' the Land proclaim, 
That Nor To BE CORRUPTED is THE SHAME. 
In Soldier, Churchman, Patriot, Man in Pow'r 
"Tis Av'rice all, Ambition is no more! 

See all our nobles begging to be Slaves! 

See all our Fools aſpiring to be Knaves! | 
The wit of Cheats, the Courage of a Whore, 
Are what ten thouſand envy and adore : 
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All, all look up, with reverential Awe, 
At crimes that *ſcape, or triumph o'er the Law : 
While truth, Worth, Wiſdom, daily they decry— 
% Nothing is ſacred now but Villainy,” 

Yet may this Verſe (if ſuch a Verſe remain) 
Show there was one who held it in diſdain. 
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NT. all a Libel —Paxton (Sir) will ſay. 
P. Not yet, my Friend! to-morrow faith f 
| it may; 
And for that very cauſe I print to-day. 
How ſhould I fret to mangle ev'ry line, 
In rev'rence to the Sins of Thirty nine! 
Vice with ſuch Giant ſtrides comes on amain, 
Invention ſtrives to be before in vain; 
Feign what I will, and paint it c'er ſo ſtrong, 
Some riſing Genius ſins up to my Song. 

F. Yet none but you by name the guilty laſh; 
Ev'n Guthry faves half Newgate by a Daſh. 
Spare then the Perſon, and expoſe the Vice. | 

P. How, Sir! Not damn the Sharper, but the Dice? 
Come on then, Satire! gen'ral, unconfin'd, 
Spread thy broad wing, and ſouce on all the kind. 
Ye Stateſmen, Prieſts, of one Religion all ! : 
Ye Tradeſmen, vile, in Army, Court or Hall! 
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|| Ye reverend Atheiſts. F. Scandal! name them, Who? 
P. Why that's the thing you bid me not to do. 
Who ſtarv'd a Siſter, who forſwore a Debt, 
I never nam'd ; the Town's enquiring yet. 
The pois'ꝰ ning dame F. You mean P. 1 don't 
F. You do. | 
P. See, now [I keep the Secret, and not you! | 
The bribing Stateſman—F. Hold, too high you go. 
P. The brib'd Elector F. There you ſtoop too low. 
P I fain would pleaſe you, if I knew with what; 
Tell me, which Knave is lawful Game, which not ? 
Muſt great Offenders, once eſcap'd the Crown, 
Like Royal Karts, be never more run down? 
Admit your Law to ſpare the Knight requires, 
As Beaſts of Nature may we hunt the Squires ? 
| Suppoſe I cenſure—you know what l mean 
To ſave a Biſhop, may I name a Dean ? 
F. A Dean, Sir? no: his Fortune is not made, 
You hurt a Man that's riſing in the Trade. 
P. If not the Tradeſman who ſet up the day, 
Much leſs the Prentice who to-morrow may. 
Down, down, proud Satire! tho' a Realm be ſpoil'd, 
Arraign no mightier Thief than wretched ld; 
Or, if a Court or Country's made a job, 
Go drench a Pick-pocket, and join the Mob. 
But, Sir, I beg you (for the Love of Vice!) 
The matter's weighty, pray conſider twice; 
Have you [cſs pity for the needy Cheat, 
The poor and friendlefs Villain, than the Great? 
Alzs! the ſmall Diſcredit of a Bribe 
Scarce hurts the Lawyer, but undoes the Scribe. 
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Then better ſure it Charity becomes 

To tax Directors, who (thank Gop) have Plums ; 

Still better, Miniſters; or, if the thing 

May pinch ev'n there—why lay it on a King. 

F. Stop! ſtop! 
P. Muſt Satire, then, nor riſe nor fall? 

Speak out, and bid me blame no Rogues at all. 
F. Yes, ſtrike that Wild! I'll juſtify the blow. 
P. Strike? why the man was hang'd ten years ago: 

Who now that obſolete Example fears ? | 

Ev'n Peter trembles only for his Ears. 

F. What always Peter ? Peter thinks you mad, 

You make men deſp'rate, if they once are bad: 

Elſe might he take to Virtue ſome years hence 
P. As 8$—<ck, if he lives, will love the Pzixce, 
F. Strange ſpleen to S—-k! 

P. Do I wrong the Man ? 

Gov knows, I praiſe a Courtier where I can. 

When I confeſs, there is who feels tor Fame, 

And melts to Goodneſs, need I Scaxs'rxow name? 

Pleas'd let me own, in Eſver's peaceful Grove 

(Where Kent and Nature vye for PxLUAu's Love) 

The Scene, the Maſter, op'ning to my view, 

I fit and dream I ſee my Crxaccs anew ! 

Ev'n in a Biſhop I can ſpy Deſert ; 

Secker is decent, Rundel has a Heart, 

Manners with Candour are to Benſon giv'n, 

To Berkley, ev'ry Virtue under Heav'n. 

But does the Court a worthy Man remove? 

That inſtant, 1 declare, he has my love: 
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I ſhun his Zenith, court his mild decline; 

Thus SoMMERs once, aud HALIrAx, were mine. 

Oft in the clear, fill Mirrour of Retreat, 

I ſtudy'd SureEwsBURY, the wiſe and great: 

CranrLeToN's calm Senſe, and STANaore's noble 
Flame, DO | 

Compar'd, and knew their gen'rous end the ſame : 

How pleaſing Arrzxzvar's ſofter hour! 

How ſhin'd the ſoul, unconquer'd in the Tow'r ! 

How can I PuLT'Ney, CuesSTERFIELD forget, 

While Roman Spirit charms, and Attic Wit : 

ARGYLL, the State's whole Thunder born to wield, 

And ſhake alike the Senate and the Field : 

Or Wynn, juſt to Freedom and the Throne, 

The Maſter of our paſſions, and his own. 

Names which 1 long have lov'd, nor lov'd in vain, 

Rank'd with their Fricads, not number'd with their 
Train ; 5 | 

And if yet higher the proud Liſt ſhould end, 

Still let me ſay! no Follower, but a Friend. 

Yet think not, Friendſhip only prompts my lays ; 

I follow Virtue; where ſhe ſhines, I praiſe: 

Point ſhe to Prieſt or Elder, Whig or Tory, 

Or round a Quaker's Beaver caſt a Glory. 

I never (to my ſorrow I declare) | 

Din'd with the Man of Ross, or my Loxp Mar's. 

Some, in their Choice of Friends (nay, look not grave) 

Have till a ſecret Biaſs to a Knave : 

To find an honeſt man I beat about, 

And love him, court him, praiſe him, in or out. 
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F. Then why fo few commended ? 
| P. Not ſo fierce; 

Find you the Virtue, and Fil find the Verſe, 
But random praiſe-—the taſk can ne'er be done; 
Each Mother aſks it for her booby Son, 
Each Widow aſks it for the Beſt of Men, 
For him ſhe weeps, for him ſhe weds agen. 
Praiſe cannot ſtoop, like Satire, to the ground; 
The number may be hang'd, but not be crown'd. 
Enough for half the greateſt of theſe days, | 
To ſcape my Cenſure, not expect my praiſe. 
Are they not rich? what more can they pretend? 
Dare they to hope a Poct for their Friend? . 
What Ricugtixu wanted, Lovis ſcarce could gain, 
And what young Aumon wiſh'd, but wiſh'd in vain. 
No pow'r the Muſe's Friendſhip can command; 
No Pow'r, when Virtue claims it, can withſtand: 
To Cato, Virgil pay'd one honeſt line; 
O let my Country's Friends illumine mine! 


at are you thinking? F. Faith the thought's no ſin, 


I think your Friends are out, and would be in. 
P. If merely to come in, Sir, they go out, 
The way they take is ſtrangely round about. 
F. They too may be corrupted, you'll allow? 
P. I only call thoſe knaves who are fo now. 
Is that too little? come then, ll comply 
Spirit of Arna/! aid me while I lie. 
CoBuan's a Coward, PoLwarTuH is a Slave, 
And LyTTELTox a dark, deſigning Knave, 
ST. Jou has ever been a wealthy Fool 
But let me add, Sir RozexTt's mighty dull, 
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Has never made a Friend in private life, 
And was, beſides, a Tyrant to his Wife. 


But pray, when others praiſe him, do I blame? 
Call Verres, Wolſey, any odious name? 
Why rail they then, if but a Wreath of mine, 


Oh all-accompliſh'd ST. Jonx ! deck thy ſhrine ? 


What? ſhall each ſpur-gall'd Hackney of the day, 


When Paxton gives him double Pots and Pay, 
or each neu- penſion d Sycophant, pretend 

To break my Windows if I treat a Friend; 

Then wiſely plead, to me they meant no hurt, 
But twas my Gueſt at whom they threw the dirt? 


Sure, if I ſpare the Miniſter, no rules 


Of Honour bind me, not to maul his Tools; 


Sure, if they cannot cut, it may be ſaid 
His Saws are toothleſs, and his Hatchets Lead. 
It anger d TuaznNEx, once upon a day, 


To ſee a Footman kick'd that took his pay: 


But when he heard th'Afﬀront the Fellow gave, 
Knew one a Man of honour, one a Knave; 


{ The prudent Gen'ral turn'd it to a jeſt, 1 
And begg d, he'd take the pains to kick the reſt: 
Which not at preſent having time to do | 
F. Hold Sir! for Gov's ſake, where's th* Aſſront to you? 


Azainſt your worſhip when had S--—-k writ ? 
Or P—ge pour'd forth the Torrent of his Wit? 


or grant the Bard whoſe diſtich all commend 


[In Pow'r a Servant, out of Powu'r a Friend] 


To W— ke guilty of tome venial in; | 
| What's that to you who ne'er was out nor in? 
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The Prieſt whoſe Flattery be-dropt the Crown, 
How hurt he you ? he only ſtain'd the Gown. 
And how did, pray, the florid Youth offend, 
Whoſe Speech you took, and gave it to a Friend ? 
P. Faith, it imports not much from whom it came; 
Whoever borrow'd, could not be to blame, 
Since the whole Houſe did afterwards the ſame. 
Let Courtly Wits to Wits afford ſupply, 
As Hog to Hog in huts of Weſtphaly ; 
If one, thro' Nature's Bounty or his Lord's, 
Has what the trugal, dirty foil affords, 
From him the next receives it, thick or thin, 
As pure a meſs almoſt as it came in; 
The bleſſed benefit, not there confin'd, 
Drops to the third, who nuzzles cloſe behind; 
From tail to mouth, they feed and they carouſe: 
The laſt full fairly gives it to the Houſe. 

F. This filthy fimile, this beaſtly line 

P. So does Flatt'ry mine; 

And all your courtly Civet-cats can vent, 
Perfume to you, to me is Excrement. 
But hear me further—Japhet, tis agreed, 
Writ not, and Chartres ſcarce could write or read, 
In all the Courts of Pindus guiltleſs quite; 
But Pens can forge, my Friend, that cannot write; 
And muſt no egg in Japhet's face be thrown, | 
Becauſe the Deed he forg'd was not my own ? 
Muſt never Patriot then declaim at Gin, 
Unleſs, good man ! he has been fairly in? 
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| No zcalous Paſtor blame a failing Spouſe, 


Without a ſtaring reaſon on his brows ? 
And each blaſphemer quite eſcape the rod, 


Becauſe the inſult's not on Man, but God? 


Aſk you what provocation I have had ? 
The ſtrong Antipathy of Good to Bad. 
When Truth or Virtue an Affront endures, 
Th' Aﬀront is mine, my friend, and ſhould be yours. 
Mine, as a Foe profeſs'd to falſe Pretence, 
Who think a Coxcomb's Honour like his Senſe ; 
Mine, as a Friend to every worthy mind; 
And mine as Man, who feel for all mankind. 

F. You're ſtrangely proud. 

P. So proud, I am no ſlave: 

So impudent, I own myielf no knave: 5 


If So odd, my Country's ruin makes me grave. 


Yes, I am proud; I muſt be proud to ſe 

Men not afraid of God, afraid of me: 

Safe from the Bar, the Pulpit, and the Throne, 
Yet touch'd and ſham'd by Ridicule alone. 

O ſacred weapon! left for Truth s defence, 

Sole Dread of Folly, Vice and Inſolence 

To all but Hcaven- directed hands deny'd, 


The muſe may give thee, but the Gods muſt guide; 


Rcv'rent I touch thee ! but with honeſt zeal; 
To rouſe the Watchmen of the public Weal, 
To Virtuc's work provoke the tardy Hall, 


And goad the Prelate ſlumb' ring in his Stall. | 


Ye tintel Inſets! whom a Court maintains 
That coun s your Beauties only by your Stains, 
r X 
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Spin all yeur Cobwebs o'er the Eye of Day! 

The muſe's wing ſhall bruſh you all away: 

All his Grace preaches, all his Lordſhip ſings, 

All that makes Saints of Queens, and Gods of Kings. 
All, all but Truth, drops dead-born from the Preſs, 
Like the laſt Gazette, or the laſt Addreſs. 

When black Ambition ſtains a public Cauſe, 

A Monarch's Sword when mad vain-glory draws, 
Not Waller's wreath can hide the Nation's Scar, 
Not Boileau turn the Feather to a Star. 

Not fo, when diadem'd with rays divine, | 
Touch'd with the flame that breaks from Virtue's ſhrine, 
Her Prieſteſs muſe forbids the Good to die, 

And opes the Temple of Eternity. 

There, other Tropies deck the truely brave, 
'Than ſuch as Anſtis caſts into the Grave; 

Far otlier Stars than and wear, 

And may deſcend to Mordington from gran; 
(Such as on Hovcn's unſully d Mitre ſhine, 

Or beam, good Dicsy, from a heart like thine) 
Let Envy howl, while Heaven's whole Chorus ſings, 
And bark at Honour not conferr'd by Kings; 
Let Fault ſick ning fee the Incenſe riſe, 

Sucet to the World, and grateful to the Skies: 
4 ruth ęvards the Poet, ſanctiſies the line, 

And makes immortal, Verſe as mean as mine. 

Ycs, the laſt Pen for Freedom let me draw, 
2 3 ſtands trembling on the edge of Law; 
ere, loft of Britons“ let your Names be read; 

Art none, none living? let me praiſe the Dead, 


TO THE SATIRES. Il. x52, 229 


And for that Cauſe which made your Fathers ſhine, 
Fall by the Votes of their degenerate Line. 

F. Alas! alas! pray end what you began, 
And write next winter more E//ays e Mar. 


ON 


Receiving from the Right Hon. the Lady 
|FRANCES SHIRLEY 
A STANDISH AND TWO PENS. 


vs I beheld th' Athenian Queen 
Deſcend in all her ſober charms; 

And take (ſhe faid, and ſmil'd ſerene) 

% Take at this hand celeſtial arms: 


© Secure the radiant weapons wield ; 
This golden lance ſh 1 guard Deſert, * 

And if a vice dares keep the field, 

* This ſtcel ſhall ſtab it to the heart.” 


Aw'd on my bended knees I fell, 
{ Receiv'd the weapons of the ſky; 
And dipt them in the fable We i, 
The fount of Fame or Infamy. 


What Vell? what Weapon ? (Flavia cries) 

% A ſtandiſh, ſteel and golden pen! 

It came from Bertrand's, not the ſkies; 
VI gave it you to write again. 
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c But, Friend, take heed whom you attack; 

„ You'll bring a houſe (I mean of Peers) 
5 Red, Blue and Green, nay white and black, 

46 and all about your cars. | 


& You'd write as ſmooth again on glaſs, 
And run, on ivory, ſo glib, 

4 As not to ſtick at fool or aſs, 
% Nor ſtop at Flattery or Fib. 


4% Athenian Queen! and ſober charms ! 
6+ 1 tell ye, fool, there's nothing in't: 
„ »Tis Venus, Venus gives theſe arms; 
_ © In Dryden's Virgil ſee the print. 


& Come, if you'll be a quiet ſoul, 
© That dares tell neither Truth nor Lies, 
46 I'll liſt you in the harmleſs roll | 
«© Of thoſe th.t ſing of theſe poor eyes. 


TYE END OF THE THIRD VOLUME, 


